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Publication: Underdog Zine comes 
out quarterly (4 times a_ year) 
January, April, July, October. 
Contributions: This zine is made up 
of contributions from U-Dog people 
and other people from all over. We're 
into anyone trying to get their best 
stuff in here. Feel free to send us 
submissions (art, stories, photos, 
whatever) or talk to us about your 
idea. We can't promise that your 
submission will make it in. 
Contribution Specifications: All 
text should be supplied as a text file 
on a Mac or IBM disk, or laser print- 
ed or typed crystal clear. It's always 
a good idea to supply us with a print- 
out if you're gonna send a disk. Call 
for details. If you do your own layout, 
make sure it fits in our 
7 1/2" x 10" image area specs. 

Ads: In order to pay for the printing 
and mailing, we sell ads. See ad info 
down to the right. 

Deadlines: Zine #16 deadline for 
ads and submissions: May 15th for 
a July zine release. 

Copyrights: Feel free to reproduce 
anything herein, but give proper 
credit where it's due! 

Circulation: 2000. It is mailed free 
to people on our mailing list (approx. 
1000). Available free in Chicago 
area stores. Mail order—$1 ppd. 
U.S, $2 foreign. 


¢ Subscriptions: No, No, No. We 


don't do subscriptions. 
Reviews: No, No, No. We don't do 
reviews. 


Cover #15: Adapted 
from a 1927 Soviet polit- 
ical poster by Georgii 
and Vladimir Stenberg. 
by Jack 


Concept 
Geezer, computer ren- 
dering by 
Ward. 
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Why we do this Zine and what it is... 


Just what is the Underdog Zine? It is simply a zine. By definition, zines are “informal” 
independently created magazines that are “niche” oriented to a certain topic or scene. 
Ostensibly, since Underdog Zine is so closely related to Underdog Records, the label, 
one might assume that this is a zine about bands, and music and D.I.Y./punk. But it’s 
not about punk—it’s by “punks” / the people of the Underdog collective. The content is 
essays and observations, editorials and articles, about anything we find interesting, 
scene related or no. This is a zine to read, not merely reference. We don’t review 
records or zines. Besides containing the label’s catalog and newsletter, the obligation 
to “punk rock/HC” music ends there. So what's our niche after all?—our perspective, 
one that comes from punks who run an independent record label/distro. 


Ad Stuff You Should Know 


We mail our zine (containing our full catalog) to everyone on our mailing list FOR 
FREE!!!! Surely, we are nuts, but, boy, does our zine get around! Our ad rates & sizes 
are listed below. Please supply us with camera ready artwork if possible. If not, we'll 
do what we can to make it look alright. Half-toned ads should be 100 Ipi or less. If you 
have questions about formats, specs., etc., give us a call. Due to the rather large 
amounts of ads we're receiving for the zine, we've updated our zine ad policies a little 
bit to make things more fair. Here they are: 

* Maximum of two ads for any one group/organization per issue. 

* One group/organization can't have the back cover ad two issues in a row. 

* No major labels or major affiliates accepted. 

* Send us $10,000 and we'll put your picture on the front cover. 
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e e-mail: udogrec @interaccess.com * www: http://homepage.interaccess.com/~udogrec/ « 


We live in the golden age of here. I will only give my personal 


the availability of information. 


Through the dissemination of the 
personal computer to the pop- 
ular level, in conjunction with 
the explosion of non-tradi- 
tional information formats 
such as the _ internet, 
fanzines, video, etc., there 
has never been a better 
time in history to get the 
lowdown on what you 
need, should and oughta 
know. Yet there is still a lot of 
repressed information that has- 
n't made it to the masses. 
Because of the astro- 
nomical increase of sources, the 
traditional gatekeepers of info 
like metro daily newspa- 
pers, big circulation gen- 
eral news magazines and 
network television, can 
no longer use the custom- 
ary method of yore; ie. 
ignore the odious news 
and it will go away as if it 
never existed. Even 
though the corporate 
“media” is doing its best 
to monopolize all the 
major sources, there are 
still plenty of metaphori- 
cal “leaks in the dyke”. In 
the past they were some- 
times able to buy up the 
offending outlet (did you 
know that Rupert 
Murdoch owned _ the 
Village Voice?). Now, 
with so many offenders, 
they have to continue to 
innovate. Learning well 
from their unholy alliance 
with the CIA during the 
60s and 70s (and probably 
up to this day), the New 
York Times and, particu- 
larly, CBS News have 
found a more effective 
and economical solution. 
They discredit the source. 
When interested parties 
clamor for information and investi- 
gation into, say, the JFK assassina- 
tion, they are dismissed as being 
only slightly above UFO believers 
‘and a half step down from faith 
healers. Many other publications 
do a brilliant job of focusing on 
these and similarly poorly covered 
conspiracies, particularly Paranoia, 
and I don’t need to delve into the 
details of the JFK assassination 


We Serve and Protect 


observations. 
The lay observer had to fig- 
ure something was a 
little amiss with the 


Suppressed Information: 
What They Don’t Want Us to 


Know 


Traffic Safety Bulletin 


LeRoy Martin, Superintendent of Police 


JANUARY 1991 


SURFS UP 


The departments experimental amphi-patrol car, the TCVL-PRS {acronym for This 
Cop Vehicle Lost-Please Radia Sergeant) failed its first test when it unsuccessfully 
attempted to cross Lake Michigan. 


Actually, the. driver of this vehicle entered an area not intended for motorized 
patrol. This lakefront location along with many abandoned lots throughout the city” 
are filled with debris which can disable the typical police cruiser which has a ground 
clearance pf approx. 7 inches. Drivers are urged to use caution when leaving the 
roadway. Driving on sand or turf saaked by rain allows for even less clearance and 
can cause needless damage to suspension parts, oil pans, and exhaust systems. 
Accidents such as these cost the Department many thousands of dollars every year. 
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government’s conclusions of their 
investigation as outlined in the 
Warren Commission’s report, and 
the ever-growing number of books 
iving contrary evidence. Oliver 
tone’s movie, JFK, refocused the 
spotlight on the conspiracy associ- 
ated with the assassination, with 
the networks correspondingly 
falling over each other to deride 
and dismiss the theories displayed 
in the movie. 


The television ad for the 
movie, featuring Kevin Costner as 
New Orlean’s prosecutor and con- 
spiracy investigator Jim Garrison 
saying, “It was a coup d’ etat. It 
was a military style ambush,” in his 
worst, fake Southern accent, 
became unbearable after the 
umpteenth viewing, forcing me to 
change the channel. This did not 
endear the movie to me. I 
have never seen the 
movie, but I understand it 
is based in part on the 
findings related in the 
book ironically titled, Coup D’ 
Etat In America, The CIA and 
Assassination of JFK, by Alan J. 
Weberman and Michael 
Canfield. 

Upon reading this 
book, all I can say is, “It 
seems pretty clear that 
there was a conspiracy 
led by the CIA to assassi- 
nate JFK”. As part of the 

ublic record, as estab- 
ished by the mainstream 
media of the time, there 
were a lot of people 
directly RL with 
the CIA, and its ill-con- 
ceived Bay of Pigs 
Operation, in Dallas, at 
the time of the assassina- 
tion. Why were these 
large numbers of CIA fel- 
low travelers there? 

The JFK assassina- 
tion is probably one the 
biggest examples _ of 
media complicity in dis- 
regarding the public’s 
“right to know” all 
aspects of a story by 
whatever criterion of 
“objectivity” the citizen- 
ry might want to apply. 
An excellent — starting 
place for other incredible 
examples is the recently 
published book, Secret 
and Suppressed: Banned Ideas and 
Hidden Histories, edited by Jim 
Keith. Of particular interest was the 
“Secrets from the Vatican Library”, 
by Anon. Quite an enlightening 
view of the history of Europe and 
the West from the time of “Jesus” 
until the present that you won't 
find in your high school history 
text. “Exposin the Nazi 
International” is another chilling 
tale of evil that is not fiction. Buy 


the book now. 

Through my relatively 
inquisitive lifestyle, and a variety 
of interesting acquaintances, I have 
come to learn about a number of 
stories over the years that were 
never covered in any established 
media outlet for the general public. 
The question is, why were these 
stories never covered in the ‘news’? 
The two stories I will relate are 
both eminently newsworthy. They 
are both right at the top of the 
newsworthiness hierarchy, but 
_nothing was ever reported on the 
news, that I saw. Why? 

The first story occurred sev- 
eral years ago. See what you think. 

A good friend of mine 
became a Chicago policeman 
several years ago, shocking as 
that may sound. He came from 
a large family of political 
patronage, so he really could- 
n't be blamed. 

After completing his 
time at the Police Academy, he 
was assigned to a North side 
district for his period of rookie 
probation. On one particular 
fall evening the weather was 
extremely windy, causing fan- 
tastically huge waves to crash 
on the shores of Lake 
Michigan. My friend’s 
assigned partner for the night 
was a fan of beach front wave 
shows and wanted to take a 
closer look. Unfortunately, the 
best view, in his opinion, was 
at a lakefront location outside 
his district. This is strictly 
against grin policy. My rook- 
ie friend mentioned as much. 
The veteran did not care. 

They drove to a beach 
location and pulled into the 
public parking lot. The lot had 
a number of wave fans parked 
for the show. The veteran got 
on the P.A. and told everyone to get 
out. I guess he didn’t like to share. 
Next, he decided the view wasn’t 
good enough from the lot. He 
decided to drive closer to the water. 
The rookie protested again. The 
veteran just couldn’t understand 
the rookies conservatism. He drove 
closer to the water. 

Suddenly, an extra huge 
wave came crashing down on top 
of the brand new police car, wash- 
ing it into the lake. They were 
immersed in water. Luckily, they 


were able to open their doors and 
wade to shore, although they were 
fully loaded down with their cop 
utility belts and leather jackets and 
vests and donut bellies. Tragically, 
for the taxpayer, the brand new cop 
car’s $30,000 computer did not fair 
so well. 

Because my friend was a 
rookie and had protested and was 
reasonably well liked, they decided 
not to ruin his career, so they doc- 
tored the books so he wasn’t sched- 
uled for that night and he just lost 
the day’s pay. The veteran proba- 
bly gotas ap on the wrist, too, my 
friend wasn’t sure. 

Why wasn’t this on the 


FROM THE PUBLISHER OF APOCALYPSE CULTURE 


news? As you can see from the 
photo, it did occur, but somehow, 
the local media didn’t get on it. 
What was missing? Police miscon- 
duct. Waste of taxpayers money. 
Cop humor. It’s all there. No story. 
Why? 

My next story is just from 
one source, but from an excellent 
one, someone who would know. 
You decide. 

This last fall of 1995, there 
was a plane crash in Columbia. 
Nothing too extraordinary, plane 


crashes happen all the time. As 
originally reported on the news, 
there was thought to be no sur- 
vivors. Some number over 200 
were said to have been on board. 
The crash occurred in a remote area 
of Columbia and it took rescuers 
several days to reach the crash 
sight. According to the American 
news, the rescuers made a startling 
discovery. Buried deep under the 
wreckage were a couple of sur- 
vivors. A father and his daughter 
as I recall. I seem to remember 
something about a ses being dis- 
covered, too. A little bit of heart 
warming relief in all that tragedy. 

My wife is acquainted with 
a stewardess who works for the 
airline of the crash. She regular- 
ly flew the same route of the 

lane that had crashed. She 
eard a different story than the 
one that was on the news. 

According to what the 
stewardess had been told, by 
people who would know, there 
were initially many more sur- 
vivors than were reported on the 
news. Perhaps as many as half 
of those on board survived, and 
they had crashed in an area that, 
while being remote, was not 
uninhabited. Before the rescuers 
could reach them, bandits had 
reached the survivors. They 
killed everyone. They removed 
the rings from people’s hands by 
cutting off their fingers. Every 
piece of luggage and anything of 
value was removed. The crash 
site was stripped clean. The sur- 
vivors who were imbedded in 
the ground lived because the 
bandits didn’t discover them. 

If this story is to be 
believed, and the stewardess 
would have no reason to tell my 
wife otherwise, why was it not 
reported as such? If she has 
access to the information, why 
wouldn’t any of the other media 
sources? 

If you have any suppressed 
news you would like to impart on 
the readers of Underdog Mag, 
please submit them for Bbesible 
inclusion in future issues. Thank 
you. 


Jack Geezer 
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* THE CRUMBS * 


“GET ALL TANGLED UP” 
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HUDSON “OUT OF GAS” 7” 3$ FOR 001 

BINGO MUT “THE MEANEST MAN EP” 7” $35pd FOR 002 Se 
THE ONE EYED KINGS “WELL WOT IS Y wT” $3ppd FOR 003 


ILAG WAGON 
es Fe O Gop Se, be be) 


CD/LP/CASSETTE 


Oo U T 


FAT WRECK CHORDS 


P.O. BOX 460144. SAN FRANCISCO. CA 94146 


e 


NEW RELEASE! Rocktober Magazine/Records and Underdog are 
involved in a joint project. The release is an 8-track tape; THE 
GOBLINS “...in Mischief Nights.” Underdog has stepped in to lend 
our extensive 8-track manufacturing experience (the Achtung 
Chicago! Drei 8-track) to their creation (O.K., we can record to 8- 
track from DAT). Check it out in our catalog! 


We are putting out three new 7"s!!! However, the release schedule is 
a little vague. It now looks like there's a 90% chance the 7"s will 
begin being made April Ist, shooting for a June Ist release date. 
This is who they are: 

* A.Y.A., who have appeared on the recent Achtung Chicago! Drei 
compilation. Pop-punk all the way. 

* RUSTWEILER, an awesome new band who have been playing 
around the Midwest like mad. They are rough-edged dumpster-punk. 
* THE GEEZERS are back with a new line up. The best ever. They 
were going to be releasing 4 tunes, "Yuppie In A Cherokee," 
"Gentrifying Gal," "Midget Village," and "We Are The Geezers." 
Now it’s looking like they’re going to spring the extra money and 
release a full-length CD, hopefully with a vinyl release afterwards, as 
soon as more money is found. For this they’re talking about re- 
recording all their songs, old 7"s and all, to make one mega release! 


In the past few months, Underdog has attempted to use our space for 
some shows/parties, organized by Michelle. The parties with alcohol 
(kegs & $1 beers) turned out to be hassles; lots of people we didn’t 
know, with underage drunks and things getting smashed. We don’t 
like that. The last show/party was no alcohol, and featured the LET- 
TERBOMBS, TREPAN NATION, OLD DAD, and almost the 
VOLATILES (they arrived too late to play). This went better. Don’t 
look for the Underdog Loft to become a regular venue—it won’t. We 
just might do occasional things on a smaller scale in the future. 


There are many new bands appearing in Chicago these days: U-dog- 
ger Michelle Belacic and Scott Thompson of Harmless Records have 
formed the LETTERBOMBS, who play punk rock—no pop; OLD 
DAD features Paul Koob, formerly of the FIGHTERS; Underdog 
folx Douglas Ward, formerly of 8 BARK, and Patrick Scott, formerly 
of BUZZ SOCIETY (from PA) have teamed up with Angel Ledezma, 
formerly of the HEE HEE WIVES and Adam Cheknis to create 
V.REVERSE; Another new band is TREPAN NATION, who share a 
drummer with CHARLES BRONSON and LOS CRUDOS; JINX, a 
new band formed from the ashes of the BEERGOGGLES, KOTTER 
and EIGHTEEN; RUSTWEILER, with Dave of Dumpsterland Zine 
fame; The TRAITORS features a star-studded cast with Todd from 
APOCALYPSE HOBOKEN, Marc Ruvolo of NO EMPATHY, 
Francisco of NOSTRILSAURUS and Matt of JERK WATER; and the 
DYNOMITES, a pop-punk outfit from Deerfield, IL. The word on 
the street is that LOS CRUDOS have been practicing and are going 


, to be playing out soon. 


Due to the rather large amounts of ads we're receiving for the zine, 
we've updated our zine ad policies a little bit to make things more fair. 
Here they are: 

* Maximum of two ads for any one group/organization per issue. 

* One group/organization can't have the back cover ad two issues in a row. 
* No major labels or major affiliates accepted. 

* Send us $10,000 and we'll put your picture on the front cover. 


We’ ve instituted a slight change in distribution policy. We began to 
be concerned that our "Ist time distributors must by $100 worth of 
stuff and at least two of each item" policy was turning some people 
away. The reason we began this policy was to discourage the individ- 
ual who claims they're a distributor in order to get cheap records. (i.e. 
“Hello, I'm a gig distributor, and I'd like to order one BOLLWEE- 
VILS 7" and one GAUGE LP. That's all!") So, we’re lowering the 
amount by $50, and we think it will still meet it's original purpose, 
while giving some folks a break. Here's the new policy, in total: 


All orders are to be paid for up front, or by C.O.D. If you've 
never ordered from us before, you must order at least $50 worth 
of stuff, and two copies of each item. We DO NOT offer consign- 
ment terms to any distributors/stores. 


Possible future Underdog related events include: 


* Attica Studios’ engineer Chuck Uchida has almost single-handedly 
made hundreds of great recordings for the vast majority of the 
Chicago punk scene. Unfortunately, the 16-track tape machine he had 
on long term loan had to be returned to its owner, and now he’s out 
of action. There has been some talk of doing a benefit if he’s unable 
to come up with the money for another machine. We’ll keep you 
posted. 


* Michelle will host a “punk rock chili cook-off” in the next month. 
It could get hot. 


Records. We need to talk to him. Unfortunately, Pete’s phone number 
is dead, his P.O. Box is closed, and his e-mail account is discontin- 
ued!!! We have made elaborate efforts to locate him, but have not 
met with success. Please, if you know how to reach him, let us know 
a.s.a.p! 


Recently, a car ran off the Damen Avenue bridge, right next to the U- 
Dog loft, into the Chicago River. One person died. What is up with 
that? 


INTERNET U-DOG 


http://homepage.interaccess.com/~udogrec/ 


As promised, our WWW page has undergone a major tune-up. Much 
of it is already done. So check it out. Here's the highlights: 
Homepage: A cool new flyer imagemap interface, and a counter 
showing the number of visitors since Jan 1, 1996. No, we didn’t start 
it at 500, and it will prove you're not alone! Shows: a new section 
with detailed info and descriptions on all the Punk/D.i.Y. all-ages 
venues and promoters in and around the Chicagoland area. If you still 
can't figure out how to get a show here, you're really lost. People: 
another new section, this one featuring a small photo and info on the 
current members of the Underdog collective. | mean, who are we, 
right? Now you'll know who to blame when we mess up your 
mailorder! Actually, we're just trying to put a face with the label, 
because, this whole thing is about people after all. Booking Database: 
An old section, but it continues to be updated. We've learned recently 
that many people have been using our list, which was surprising--the 
amount of feedback we get from it sucks! So, here's a scold to all you 
users/abusers: IF YOU USE THE LIST, GIVE US FEEDBACK. 
THE LIST WILL SUCK WITHOUT YOU, THE USERS, LETTING 
US KNOW WHAT'S DEAD AND WHAT'S MISSING. Got it? 
Thanks. Sounds: After much agony and confusion, we have upgraded 
all our band sound samples for maximum compatibility. We have 


re-recorded everything, and saved it in two formats, AIFF and WAV. 
Both are 8kHz sample rate, mono. Some people had problems before, 
as some of the files were damaged, and some were in a weird format. 
Now, everyone should be able to get them. Links: We've weeded our 
links to other Punk pages, and added tons more. It is more fun now. 
There are sections for bands, labels, zines, distros, etc. *** We’re 
pretty proud of it, and we think it’s useful and informative. Go there 
and be a cyberpunk. 


SHOWS 


* DON’T CALL UNDERDOG FOR SHOW LISTINGS! Here’s a bet- 
ter idea, call these people: 


—The Punk Hotline at (312) 409-2310, for recorded messages 
announcing upcoming shows. (Also check out the U-Dog WWW 
page, shows section.) 


—e-mail Andy Lester at “shows @farpost. chi.il.us” to receive listings 
of Chicago shows, punk and otherwise. 


—Promoters: John, Drunk Rock Prod.- Aurora, IL (708) 859-8290; 
David Eaves-Chicago (312) 248-5822; Ryan-Homewood, IL (708) 
798-0222; Brian Peterson-Chicago (312) 384-5813; Mike Topalovich- 
Crystal Lake, IL (847) 639-4517; Mike Gibson-Homewood, IL (708) 
798-8586; The PIT-Rockford, IL (815) 963-3929. 


Dear Underdog zine folks... 

A friend of mine sent me a 2-sided flyer thing that talks about your 
zine on one side and how much SPIN stinks on the other. My friend 
sent this to me because the SPIN rag piece used as a main piece of 
graphics, the word SPUN, which just happens to be the name of my six 
year old zine... 

I’m not mad, I just wanted to let you know that: (a) SPUN exists 
and has existed for 6 years, 100 issues and (b) SPUN came into being 
BECAUSE SPIN wasn’t covering what I wanted to read, so instead of 
sitting and stewing, I made SPUN. Enclosed here is SPUN #100 for 
your reading pleasure. 

—Doug Chapel/SPUN / 38 Reservoir St. / Holden, MA 01520 


Thanks Doug. Although I, personally, am not into the type of bands 
and music you cover I can respect your efforts (100 issues? Really?). I 
think. the comic review section is great!! 

—MB 


Dear underdog zine 

Cool issue on the MOHAWK... I temporarily misplaced my issue, 
you had some comments from a girl who said something like, “I 
THINK MOST PEOPLE LOOK BETTER WITH A MOHAWK” 
Who is that girl? Can I get her number or can you give her mine? 
Please set me up. 

—Jeff Munie / R.R#1 box 259 / Pocahontas, IL 62275 


Thanks for the letter Jeff. That mohawk statement was made by 
Kammy who, though incredibly hot, is very much “taken.” She has your 


number in case the situation changes though. 
—Ed. 


Dear Underdog and friends, 

I just read yer zine, good job. Anyway I read your interview with 
fucked up Zupkis from C.S. (Zine #14). Now Rich is my pal and all, 
but I wanted to clear something up that was very disturbing and upset- 
ting to read. He wrote that my band ALBINO try to get drunk and 
obnoxious and try to get kicked out of the party, and that’s completely a 
phallacation. OK we have been given the boot from a couple places, but 


it was not on purpose, OK we do get drunk a lot, sometimes everyday, 
but that’s not on purpose either. We just want to hang out play shows 
and be cool like everybody else. I’ve already talked to Rich. I just hope 
I can clear this all up. It was very much uncalled for what Rich said, 
and I hope you think twice next time, words like that hit hard and hurt. 
Thanx for your time, also anyone interested in booking us should call 
Fat Mike at (312) 581-3480 

— Thanx, Bill Albino 

P.S. This go’s out to Kurt and his story (Zine #14 Mohawk story) 
(which was way off base too). First off 1 remember that night too, and 
for one Yo Dennit was nowhere to be found probably tucked away for 
the-night and too G Slinger had pulled a butterfly on a little girl and 
told her he was gonna kill her she ran inside, and we booked. The part 
about about the cops was true though but the 12 state killing spree came 
later. Just wanted to clear up another mishap. Who’s “Pete the 
Sponge?” 


Duh!! Acid Pete from Osh Kosh, who’s house we were at, remem- 
ber him lying in the puddle in his parking lot and telling the cops that 
he was a sponge? I didn’t see G Slap pull out a knife but he’s just the 
kind of idiot to do that. 

—KB 


Dear Michelle, 

I love GARY NUMAN, SIX FINGER SATELLITE, DAVE 
BRUBECK and SUICIDE and some other punk rock stuff, mostly like 
the BUZZCOCKS and the ADVERTS and really old Stiff Records stuff 
and the like. Christmas was good for me this year. I got a Rhino reissue 
tape of old rap singles from the SUGERHILL GANG, GRANDMAS- 
TER FLASH AND THE FURIOUS FIVE and the FAT BOYS. 

You might be asking yourself why I am telling you this, but in 
short, I really dug your last article in the U-dog zine (#14) and I wish 
more of the ladies I know shared your refreshing attitude towards sexu- 
al matters. Fact is the sum of my sexual experiences has gotten me little 
more than a steadily increasing amount of dysfunctional sexual blocks,. 
all of which serve to cheapen the act entirely for me. I wish I was sig- 
nificantly intrigued enough by the sexual act for it to be boring for me. 
As it stands now, masturbation gives me many more thrills. It’s cheaper 
too. 

It’s very hard to relate to punk rock people, and girls in particular. 
They seem to be so intimidating. I mean, all punk rock boys want punk 
rock girlfriends. It’s a law of nature like the spread of Ebola. 

I read this book called “American Psycho” by Bret Easton Ellis, 
and I think it really fucked me up. If you read it you might understand 
my “situation” better. Some call it a disease. I call it purity. Like Travis 
Bickle’s desire to clean the streets and sweep the shit from the bowels 
of the city, my rage had grown more and more concrete over time. This 
doesn’t have a damn thing to do with sex or girls, so maybe it’s time to 
stop now. Maybe not. 

This is all fiction. Don’t worry I’m not a real psycho or anything. 
It’s a reaction, my reaction against cuddlecore, actually. Love rock is 
for zombies. There’s this really good song by DOLLFACE called “‘I 
Remember When I Used to Hate Girls”, and I seem to be thinking of it 
more and more often now. DOLLFACE sounds like KISS, but I like 


them anyway. Anyway, about girls: There was this one named Keri. 


She was cool and all but she liked ska a lot and I couldn’t take it. She 
lives in Memphis now anyways. Ska kids annoy me, so that wasn’t a 
big surprise. I’m just pissed cause she is gonna see a bunch of 
GRIFTERS shows and I won’t. She thinks she’s all indie now for some 
reason. Just another waste of flesh. 

Hey...does GROOVY LOVE VIBES still play out anywhere? Man 


-] miss those dudes. Eric Pertl could blast off bass style, if you know 


what I mean. So again, I must attempt to find the jist of this letter and 
clarify so you don’t give up on me and think I’m totally lost in my own 
little mental wilderness. Girls are weird. Especially punk rock girls. If I 
ever get one in the sack I’ll use your advise. If not I guess I will think 
of all the lucky bastards who get punk rock cookie and try to find a 


BAASPAPODONPOPI 

The fabulous fourth album by Canada's 
prolific costumed crazies. 14 ultra high energy blasts 
of tuneful, catchy, pop-punk tunes. Their best yet! Avail- 
able on both LP and CD. Coming in April, look for a 
new eight song McRackins 10 inch on Shredder. 

Mail order from Subterranean, checks payable to Subterranean, P.O. 2530, 
Berkeley, CA 94702. CD's $9, Singles $3.50, LP's $8 postpaid. 


SHREDDER RECORDS, 75 Plum Tree #3, San Rafael,CA 94901 


Ferguson Baker's debut CD 
"Case Closed" 

A horn laden collection of 
hickory smoked funk rock 

for your mind and tastebuds. 
$10.00 ppd. 


E : Vy Crustacean Compilation featuring 
é Helena Handbasket, Mas Optica. 
Fat Tuesday, Wet Dog and Front of Truck. 


"72 minutes of FUN!" 


Ladybeard 7 inch ep 
“music for DUH Masses" 
A tasty slab of pork-punk 
that leaves a slight western 
twang in your mouth. 

$3.50 ppd. 


The Fierce Nipples second full length 
release Cripes due out late winter. 
Watch for the Nipples on their Winter- 
Spring tour. All Crustacean beef briskets 
available at cool shops, direct from us 
or at family style barbecue pits! 

E-mail: clangkamp@ corp.qgraph.com 
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prep to bone, if they aren’t all stricken with the syph already. Theories, 
theories, theories. If I do get laid, I guess I will write you and let you 
know. If any leads come up, you will be appraised. Thanks friends. 

—Freddie Mercury (Yes, it’s a pseudonym, dummy. Think I’d use 
my real name in a letter this revealing? Fat chance. This ain’t Rolanda 
or Carnie.) 


Thanks for the letter. Any kind of feedback is always a huge com- 
pliment. I’m in the process of looking for “American Psycho”, your sin- 
ister implications have whetted my literary appetite. Personally I think 
most people are weird, not just girls, they’re so wrapped up in their 
own personal agenda that its impossible to ever figure them out. Good 
luck with the punk rock cookie. 

—MB 


Hey! 

Thanx for the great zine! I was pleasantly surprised that it was not 
a MRR wanna be! They have some good stuff in there, but after the 
columns the writing gets so fuckin’ PC that it’s dry as a bone. I was 
actually entertained by your zine! Anyhow here’s the Ist issue of my 
rag—its #0 cuz its sort of a prototype cuz I don’t know exactly what 
direction this will take. 

Hey we're pagans too! Really dug that Samhain article. Love and 
felches. 

—Dan Breitenfeldt / 643 W. Homestead #1 / Sunnyvale, CA 
94087 


Thanks for the zine and the letter. Comics (especially the well- 
drawn ones) are always a welcome change from the typical rambling 
articles of many zines. When #1 is finished please send us a copy. We 
would be honored. 

—Ed. 


Underdog zine people, 

Your zine is pretty goddamn engrossing... two trips to the bath- 
room, a pinch’n’spray later, and I still found more goods to oogle over. 
I can’t say I’m well acquainted with the whole Fireside scene,but I have 
been keeping tabs on a few of the U-Dog bands for a while now, and 
I’m real impressed with what I’ve heard. Wanna here my solo story as 
to why I’ve never been to the Fireside? 

Short version: College + no car = slavery. Now, that ain’t the 
whole truth, but it will have to do. I’m saving the rest for the screen- 
play. Despite working for a worthless degree in the armpit of the mid- 
west (aka Central Illinois), I got to see APOCALYPSE HOBOKEN in 
Charleston (home of E.I.U.) a few months back, and their shit was 
smokin’. A special merit badge goes out to one of the guitar players, 
who dropped his drawers and flashed his cock, like dick was going out 
of style. Good stuff, a little gratuitous nudity never hurt anyone. In 
addition, BACK OF DAVE and TOUCAN SLAM actually came to our 
school and played a gig, which of course was ignored by the cattle- 
ropin’ turds who go to my school and make life there so much more 
tiresome. Anyway, a shout-out to these two bands for coming down. I, 
in particular, really appreciated it, and know a bunch of other people 
did too, even if they didn’t say so. 

UH....oops, before this goes on too long, I had one other point to 
make. Mr. Geezer, although I agreed with your analysis of the very sad 
Rollins/Leno affair (would that Mr.Rollins were my size and I Sonny 
Chiba.....I’d like that), I beg to differ with your assertion that “Thurston 
Moore the Third and his wife Luvy have intellectualized something that 
shouldn’t have been intellectualized.” 

I think it would be a shame to find fault with those who intellectu- 
alize their craft or lifestyle in the hopes of positively changing their 
own lives, as well as the lives of others. Certainly the author of the 
piece on the GANG OF FOUR, and his/her assertion that Forced 
Exposure is a “step up” from Maxrocknroll is deserving of a spanking. 
Punk rock, however, was not originally meant to be yet another way to 
keep the punters hooting, but instead both a reaction to the difficulties 
of class struggle and a way to have fun. I hope we can all agree on that. 
And, as someone who has written some “all knowing spew” for zines, I 
find it rather rewarding and empowering, if at times pretentious process. 


I expect that most of the contributors to Underdog do to . Otherwise, I 
don’t think I would enjoy reading your zine nearly as much as I do 
now. Thanks and good night. 

—J.R. Nelson / 786 Regency Park Dr. / Crystal Lake, IL 60014 


J.R. Thank you for your careful reading of my essay. You are right. 
I was a little hard on-“Thurston and Luvy.” As a matter of fact I rushed 
out and bought an oversized sweat shirt from Luvy’s store for only 
$49.95. It gives me that thinking man’s street level credibility. 

As a fellow EIU alumn I can appreciate your lack of stimuli. Don't 
be tricked by tricky tricksters. Thank you. 

—Jack Geezer 


Dear U-doggers, 

I read your very interesting essay on mohawks and I’d like to com- 
ment on some things. 

First of all, do you think that the wearer of a “safety hawk” is real- 
ly a poseur? I wore one when I started in the scene in ‘91 (I was 15) - a 
time in which I couldn’t shave the sides of my head or I’d get beaten up 
at home. Also in ‘91, in Puerto Rico, mohawks would’ ve gotten one in 
some nasty situations. I mean nasty. Anyway, I had all that rebel-punk 
energy flowing in me, mohawk or none. To me, anyone starting to get 
to know what the punk scene is all about and is really into it, has all the 
enthusiasm and pride of being recognized by others as a punk. 
Mohawks are like part of the uniform. Mohawk=punk. If I had dropped 
out of the scene in a year or so - condemn me as a poseur. I would’ ve 
been so. See, it’s not the style of your hair that indicates if you’re true 
or not - it’s the attitude and lifestyle. 

Well after my “safety hawk” I did get a real hawk. Kinda like the 
girl in BOW WOW WOW (no ribbons please!!) even though I’d never 
seen her. That one lasted a year (‘till I moved in with my boyfriend and 
had to get a job). : 

To this day I’ve had colors, ‘cuts, everything. Right now it’s just 
plain hair. No weirdness. For god’s sake - I’m a waitress!! I don’t want 
to scare people to death! Hawks & spikes are things only punks under- 
stand...and I need my tip money! (to buy U-dog records!!) We do not 
need others to recognize us as punks anymore. Any veteran punk knows 
his/her ideals and doesn’t need any acceptance from other punx to be 
one. That shit is for beginners, who are not necessarily poseurs... check 
‘em out in 2 or 3 years and see. 

Changing the subject... being from Puerto Rico, I’m inviting you 
guys to check out the scene down here. In this mailing I couldn’t send 
anything, but maybe next time. Our scene began in ‘88 or so, so it’s 
very young. After a couple of dead years (93, 94, 95 sucked) our kids 
are beginning to organize “ourselves” forming new bands that kick 
punk ass. If you want to drop me a line I’ll send ya something. Any 
“Boricuas” in the house? Till next time. 

—Taina/ c/7 c-19 Metrdpolis / Carolina, Puerto Rico 00987 


Well, yeah... I think you nailed it right on the head. You see, I 
thought a safety hawk was a poseur thing.. when I was 16. I’m 27 now. 
Do mohawks really matter? Of course not. But they were/are there, they 
did/do matter to some people, and we wrote about it. We’re glad to 
know that if we cut you, you'd bleed punk. 

—DCW 


Hey there Jeanette & Nikki and all the other U-dog folks lyin’ around, 
Just a quick note to say thanks for #14, a fine read as always—I 


particularly enjoyed the page long debunking of the SPIN record guide, 


I also thought it was stunningly bad. I started keeping a list of bands 
omitted as I poked through it, but had to beat a hasty retreat from the 
project in order to preserve an acre or so of good timberland. 

And tell Buffy and Sissy to play nice. Take care. 

—Kenyata Sullivan / PO Box 2071 / Wilmington, NC 28402-2071 
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P.S. Oh, yeah, I’m helping to put together a week long festival of 
bands/zines/films & microbrews to go on here in Wilmington from May 
23-29. If any of y’all need a vacation, c’mon down, it’s only 15 bucks 
for a week long pass! 


Underdog— 

I think you guys are being too hard on Henry Rollins. If you can 
make a lot of money doing something you love that’s not selling out. 

I think the problem that most punks have with him and artists like 
GREEN DAY for example is that they are now being exposed to a much 
larger audience. Now the guys who use to call you faggot and try to beat 
you up at school for being punk are listening to the same music you are. 

That’s what really pisses everyone off. But you can’t hate them for 
that either. A few years ago before I really got into punk I used to be an 
asshole like that too (well, about 7 years ago). They just haven’t had the 
right exposure yet. 

Karl Alverez from ALL wrote me a letter that said, “Don’t be too 
harsh on the grunge kids, they just don’t know any better, yet.” I think 
that about sums the subject up. 

I play in a band here in Arkansas and we play songs like the 
MEATMEN and ANGRY SAMOANS used to play and people don’t 
much care for it, they say, “Why do you have to be so mean?” and they 
don’t understand that it’s all just for fun. That’s how punk rock use to be. 
I want it back. Are there any of you left? If so, please come to our shows 
and throw raw meat at us. We will tour this summer. 

—Matt, 32 DEAD BYSTANDERS 


Dear Matt, you did not read my essay carefully. I have no problem 
with people making as much money as possible. I have no gripe with any 
successful band, particularly that Green one everyone’s talking about. 
The members of that band had never disparaged anyone for financial 
success. Henry Rollins had. Many times. Het set a criterion for how he 
judged other people. He widely publicized this criterion. He then pro- 
ceeded to go against his own criterion. This is the dictionary definition of 
hypocrite. (Actually, Jack, the Green band is as guilty as Henry; they 
made a public refutation of major label’s interest in them, inside one of 
their records, then signed years later—DCW) 

Stick with doing MEATMEN and ANGRY SAMOANS type songs. I 
know the band I’m a member of does, and we’ll never be confronted with 
success or money either. Thank you. 

—Jack Geezer 


— 40 words, $1.00. — 
If we don’t like what your classified is about, we won’t print it. 
PLEASE make sure it is typed or printed CLEARLY!!! If we 
can’t read it, we won’t print it. 


operation: Cliff Claven. 7-song 7” EP Top Secret. Fast popish 
punk that’s not about girls or love. Cost $3 post paid - Chris 5810 
W. Willis Rd., Georgetown, IN 47122 


plan-it-x records is starting a distribution for punk/pop punk and ska 
DIY releases. It’s gonna run the same as Black List so please send 
samples to: Chris 5810 W. Willis Rd., Georgetown, IN 47122 


Professional photos for your band, zine, etc. Reasonable prices! 
Old photos? Ask about copy work! Call Pete (708) 504-3058 


Starving artist in need of work. You name it and | can do it, color 
or black & white. See my art on the inside front cover of this issue. 
Timothy Collins #499658/ Rt. 4 Box 1500/ Beaumont, TX 77705 
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By Jay Kruby 


Ll saw a 
murder the 
other day. 
it happened 
On the 

Street our 
front of tiy 
Bouse. 


‘It didn’t seem real. It seemed 
less real than when the bullets 
start flying in a John Woo 
movie, although the shooter on 
my street shot all his bullets real 
fast like he was in a John Woo 
movie. 

I was taking out my 
laundry to go to the laundro- 
mat. Right on the sidewalk out- 
side my door, I heard what I 
thought was fireworks to my 
left, up the street. I glanced over 
and saw a young (15-16 years 
old) Latino American male 
shooting into a car parked in 
front of the fire hydrant in the 
middle of the block (it’s been 
suggested that the shooter was a 
militant parking law enforcer, 
[the car being illegally parked 
out front of the hydrant], but, 


nal, I kid you not.) 

I had put my laundry in 
the back of my vehicle. There 
was a middle-aged African 
American woman walking on 
the sidewalk, in the direction of 
the shooter. 


alas, his motive was not so ratio- 


She exclaimed, “Oh no, 
they’re here now, too.” I think 
she was expressing her surprise 
and disappointment that some- 
one was shooting in “our” 
neighborhood. Ours is a pretty 
quiet block for the city and area 


of town. 


grabbed her and 
pulled her behind the ve hi- 
cle. We both crouched 
down, she looking out on the 
sidewalk side (the left) and 
me looking towards the street 
(right). 


The shots had ended even 
before we had taken cover. He had shot 
all 6 in his revolver into the car. 

As we crouched, the woman 
said, “He ran up the gangway,” but my 
attention was on the victims car. Within 
moments, the car, a four-door, tan, non- 
descript, generic, early 80s GM, square- 
car sedan had pulled out from its illegal 
parking spot. I was quite shocked and 
amazed by this. How could the shooter 
have missed, I wondered? He was just a 
couple of feet away. 

The car then, just as suddenly, 
stopped. Moments passed, things were 
becoming a little “slow-monotony”, so it 
was kind of hard to gauge time, but it 
seemed like just a few seconds passed 
and then the car started again and pro- 
ceeded down the street, making a com- 
plete and legal stop at the corner then 
turning off and out of sight. 

How could the guy have 
missed, or were they all intended for the 
passenger? 

I asked the lady taking cover 
with me if she was okay. She responded 
to the affirmative and said, “I’m going 
across the street. I’m gonna walk now on 
the other side.” 

This struck me as being some- 
what humorous, in that, the other side of 
the street wouldn’t be that much safer 
when the bullets started flying, plus, she 
herself had seen the guy run up the gang- 


way in the opposite direction. I guess’ 


people react in different ways in stressful 
situations. 


went back in the 
house. Everything had that 
slightly unreal/surreal 
quality. Did I really just see 
someone shoot into a car? It 
seemed like I had. 


My next decision was, call the 
police. I don’t know why, but I wasn’t 
going to call 911. I guess all the negative 
publicity the 911 system has received had 
worked on me. I called the citywide 
police number. After a few rings the 
recorded message began, leading the 
patient caller down an endless morass of 
“Press one if you speak English,” etc., 
etc., before finally reaching an actual liv- 
ing operator. 

I hung up. I dialed 911. It rang a 
few times. I hung up again. That song, 
“911 Is A Joke” must have been sublimi- 
nally playing on my mind. I looked up 
and called the local district police station. 

An older woman answered, 
“Can | help you?” 

“| just saw a kid shooting into a 
car,” I said, giving the street address and 
the perpendicular streets it runs between. 

She mumbled something I 
couldn’t understand. 

I said, “What?” 

“T’ll send someone by,” she said 
somewhat more coherently. 

I went back outside. Several 
minutes pass. No sirens. It’s like Death 
Valley Days on the street. Everyone’s 
inside. A neighbor lady from two doors 
up comes around the corner. She’s com- 
ing home from work. She has no idea 
what’s happened. Her block is still swell 
as far as she’s concerned. I hang back in 
the doorway. I don’t want her to see me, 
say “Hi” and be obliged to chit chat. I 
don’t want to tell her what’s happened. 
Why should I wreck her tranquility? 
She'll find out quick enough as it is. 

After a few minutes, I see a 
marked squad car drive up the street per- 
pendicular to our’s in the general direc- 
tion that the shooter had run upon com- 
pletion of his evil deed. 

Still no sirens. I wait for a cou- 
ple more minutes. Nothing. Had I really 
seen a shooting? 

I went and did my laundry. The 
laundromat is about 2 blocks from my 
house. No sirens. It takes me about an 
hour and a half. I drive back to the house. 

The police are out front of the 
fire hydrant. I park in the identical spot I 
was in, right out front, and carry in the 
clean clothes. 

When if had everything indoors 


I walked over and told them what I saw. 

By this time a police helicopter 
is overhead with a search beam shining, 
a little to the north, in the general direc- 
tion the shooter had run. There had been 
a story that Chicago’s use of the state 
police’s helicopter had been cut over a 
political squabble on __ funding. 
Apparently this had been resolved 
because here was the helicopter over- 
head like in some bad T.V. show. Only it 
was an hour and a half after the crime 
had been done. The suspect could have 
been in Indiana, or more likely, his par- 
ents house an hour before. “What did 
you do today, Jr.?,” a concerned parent 
asks as their son arrives home, a little out 
of breath. 

“Oh, nothing. Got a little home- 
work to do. Talk to ya in the morning,” 
Jr./killer says. 

“Yl be up to tuck you in later,” 
Mom said. 

The police that are on the scene 
are a gang unit. They have an 
“anmarked” car. “Unmarked” in quota- 
tions because you can tell it’s a police car 
from a million miles away, even though it 
isn’t painted with the regular indicators 
and doesn’t have Mars lights. They all 
have the “M” municipal license plates 
anyways. 

The policemen are also out of 
uniform. The guy who takes my story 
looks like one of those Italian jocks you 
knew from high school. He is seriously 
wearing those black leather auto racing 
gloves. He is left handed and I watch him 
write about two things down for the 
many details I gave in describing what | 
saw. 


en we go over to 
where the shooting took 
place he reveals to me that 
the driver had taken all the 
bullets. 


“It was a .38 (caliber revolver) 
he used. The victim is 95% dead. He’s not 
gonna make it,” the race car glove-wear- 
ing cop said. 

The police had apparently gone 
to the hospital where the victim’s friend 
had driven him first. That’s why they 
hadn’t arrived on the scene for an hour 
and twenty minutes. 

By now all the neighbors were 
out milling around, “You saw what hap- 
pened?,” they asked enviously. 

Our block has never had a big 
collective party. We’ve been brought 
together on a couple occasions when 
someone’s parked car has been hit by 
some drunk and we all come out to see 


what the noise and commotion is about 
and to view the damage. 

I did not want to retell the story 
again, so I made a hasty retreat back to 
the house. The girl across the street said, 
“It’s the Valentine’s Day Massacre.” Yes, 
it was Valentine’s Day. Only in Chicago. 

On the news the next day they 
had a report that there had been six 
shootings all within a few hours the pre- 
vious day. From what the news reported, 
which corroborated what the police had 
said, the member of one gang had 
offended the girlfriend of the member of 
another gang. One thing led to another 
and the order was put out to kill, kill, kill. 
Neither party in the shooting I saw was 
directly involved in this dispute. They 
did not know each other. They were 
merely members of respective youth 
organizations whose membership on one 
side had been offended. Death was the 
sentence. Of the other six shootings 
another guy lost his eyes. High price to 
pay to be associated with someone who 
had offended someone else. Respect is 
hard to come by these days. 

The next night, three detectives 
stopped by. They did not call first. They 
ought to call first. I let them in anyways. 
They are cops. They carry their guns on 
the outside, at least, so you can see them. 
One of them had a stack of pictures; 
Polaroids of gangster-lookin’ guys in 
mug shot setups. 

“Take a look at these,” he direct- 
ed. “Nope,” I said after quickly looking 
through them. I knew what the shooter 
looked like. He wasn’t pictured here. 
“Look through them more closely,” he 
instructed. I did. The shooter’s image 
didn’t appear. “Nope,” I said. They 
thanked me and gave the usual T.V. cop 
directives to “call if l saw or remembered 
anything.” 

Life returned to normal. I did- 
n't really tell anyone what had _ hap- 
pened, especially not my relatives. They 
already have their misconceptions about 
the city and I didn’t want to fuel the fire. 

Four days later, there was a ring 
at the door. A detective from the second 
days meeting was at the door. “We 
arrested, ,....the:,. \ guy,;-..-. shes -4-said, 
“Congratulations,” I answered. He had 
another stack of pictures. Would I look 
and see if the guy I saw was in the stack. 
I picked him out right away. “That's 
him,” I said handing him the stack with 
the shooter’s picture on top. “That's the 
guy. That’s the guy we picked up,” he 
said triumphantly. “Would you mind 
coming with us to the station to pick him 
out of the lineup,” he asked reasonably. 
Without thinking I said “Yes.” I went 
and got my coat and came back out. 
They were waiting in an “unmarked” 


squad car across the street. : 

I got in the back seat behind the 
driver. Opposite me on the bench seat 
was a Puerto Rican male in his early 20's. 
Thin, small, short, he probably weighed 
120 pounds or less. : 

The two cops in front intro- 


- duced me, “This is Ernesto. (all names 


changed, yatta, yatta, yatta) He was in 
the car of the victim.” I allow this to sink 
in. Ernesto had seen someone get mur- 
dered a couple feet away. 

Ernesto keeps up a monologue 
on the way to the station as to why he 
had come forward. “He did Edgar (vic- 
tim) in. He’s gonna get justice. Everyone 
wanted me to get revenge on him (the 
shooter). I decided I was going to do this 
right. Let you guys (cops) do your job, 
etc, etc.” Ernesto said. The cops didn’t 
say anything. The police station was a 
couple miles from my house. We spent 
the drive listening to Ernesto’s mono- 
logue. 

As we neared our destination 
one cop decided to give his words of wis- 
dom. “Yeah, we got one of his little gang 


banger pals. When your facing 30 years, I 
don’t care if it’s their best friend or their 
girlfriend or their mother, they'll always 
turn you out. When it comes to facing 
jail, you can’t trust nobody,” the balding 
cop said. 

When we arrived at the station, 
we were shown into a conference room 
and told to wait while they got the lineup 
together. 

As we sat down opposite each 
other at a table, I said, “I’m sorry about 
your friend.” “Thanks,” Ernesto said, 
“You know, Edgar was a good guy. He 
didn’t deserve to die.” 

. Previously, when I mentioned 
about witnessing a gang oriented shoot- 
ing /murder, it was suggested, indignant- 


ly, by some, that the victim’s life, as a . 


gang member was somehow less valid or 
valuable and that there was no great loss. 
After spending the next 5 hours (yes, it 
took them 5 hours to get the lineup 
together) talking with Ernesto. I had to 


reassess my preconceived notions about 
gangs, Puerto Ricans and the urban 
youth of today, 

Ernesto primarily talked about 
himself, but you could probably extend 
some of his attributes to the victim and 
maybe the shooter, too. Unless you » 
attempt to put yourself in their position, 
it’s difficult to understand “what goes 


ut 


on. 


Yes, Ernesto freely 
admits he is a gang member, 


but not by choice. 


“They beat me up every day until I 
joined up. Took my lunch money. I had 
this coat I bought at the Value Village 
(local thrift store chain). They beat me up 
and stole it from me. It cost me $20. I 
joined up, but I’m not involved. I make 
$10 an hour at the Waste Management 
recycling center. I tell them, ‘when you 
can pay me $10/hr. for doing stuff with 
the gang I'll get involved.’” 

Ernesto didn’t elaborate on how 


involved Edgar had been. Edgar was 
only 18 years old. Ernesto was a much 
wiser 21 years old. “I got my high school 
diploma. I got my associates degree in 
Electronics from ITT. (Illinois Institute of 
Technology) I don’t take drugs. I don’t 
smoke the dope. I just turned 21. I like 
to drink some beer, but hey, it’s legal, I 
earn it, “ Ernesto said. 

Ernesto, from what he 
described, was totally motivated. 
Motivated to achieve the American 
Dream, to lift himself and his family out 
of what sounded like extreme poverty. 

“Your (referring to me) street 
was so quiet. You could hear yourself 
walking down the street we always said. 
Nothing ever happened on Bacon 
(changed, yatta, yatta, yatta) Street. We 
let our guard down. You have nice hous- 
es. My apartment building, it’s not so 
nice. It’s condemned, but the rent is low. 
It’s the only thing we can afford, but 
we're saving up to move.” 


Ernesto was certainly more goal 
oriented and had a better financial plan 
than I did at age 21. Myself, I mainly 
wanted to get loaded and have fun, but I 
always had the secure knowledge of 
the mom and dad/suburban house 
safety net in the back of my mind. I 
didn’t even have to fully support 
myself until I graduated college at age 
22 and then I still received a little more 
parental financial aid that 1st year “on 
my own.” I certainly didn’t have to 
chip in to support the rest of my fami- 
ly. Ernesto has a plan, though. 


“I’ve been watching. All the . 


kids, they (are) always asking their 
mom for quarters to play those video 


games. I wanna own one of those 


video arcades. And laundromats. 
People gotta wash their clothes. Car 
washes, same thing. You can’t go 
wrong.” Ernesto said and Dean Witter 
should have been listening. His finan- 
cial sense is much more sound than the 
majority of financial advisors/brokers 
I’ve met. Ernesto had these ideas well 
thought out and went into some detail 
of low capital investment versus yield. 
Customarily, business talk is intensely 
nauseating for me, but I found myself 
giving rapt attention to this earnest 
guy who was trying to do something 
other than lament or complain. He 
described his plans with narrowed 
eyes and a smug grin. It was a lot 
more interesting than some phony in 
an expensive clown outfit and yucky 
stuff in their hair. 

After seeing all the 48 hrs. T.V. 
newsmagazine, Final Copy-type fake 
news shows you might think you have 
an appreciation for the level of vio- 
lence in some urban communities, but 
even living in close proximity, I had no 
idea. 

“I go to funerals all the time. 
I’m lucky to have made it to this age. 
I’m old. A lot of my friends are dead,” 
Ernesto said. 

Edgar’s 


death, Ernesto’s 


friend, continues the count. And also 
perpetuates it. “Edgar’s mom, she 
cried to me, “Get revenge.’ You know 
what I mean. But I’m not going to. I’m 
going to let the police do their job, play 
it straight,” he said. 


Some might suggest 
Ernesto is a “pussy” or is 
somehow weak for not 
taking justice into his own 
hands. It might take a lot 


more to rely on the police. 


“They (the police) got the guy. 
I know it’s him. He walked up to the 
car and just stood there for like 20 sec- 
onds. I got a good look at him. I know 
it’s him. We were like, ‘What’s up?’ 
and then he pulls it out and starts blast- 
ing. All six shots.” 

I asked him how Edgar could 
have possibly driven. “He just pulled 
out somehow (maybe just by reflex). 
There was a girl in the front by him and 
in the back by me. They’re all 
screamin’. I tell her up front to put it in 
park and I climbed over the seat and 
she got in back and then we pushed 
him over. I was slappin’ him all the 
way to the hospital. They (police) 
asked, ‘How did he get those marks on 
his face?’ That was from me slappin’ 
him,” Ernesto described. 

“I was drivin’ all crazy. Goin’ 
in the left lane (driving to the hospital). 
The cops, they chased us. What's ya 
gonna do? They beat me up after we 
got him in. ‘Why didn’t you stop and 
flag a cop over?’ What? My friend was 
dying,” he said. 

“At the hospital, they would- 
n't bring out one of those things (a gur- 
ney), I had to carry him in myself. 
They (hospital personnel) were asking 
me, ‘Does he have insurance? We’re 


not going to do anything if he doesn’t 
have insurance.’ I say, ‘I don’t know if 
he’s got insurance, he’s dying.’ It turns 
out he did, not that it matters.” Ernesto 
said bitterly. 

I guess life and death becomes 
more commodified at a hospital when 
it’s a daily occurrence and it’s their 
business. 

Finally, after many hours, the 
lineup was convened. First Ernesto 
went in, then me. Just like on the tele- 
vision, there was a two way mirror and 
five youths approximately the same 
age, ethnicity, size. 

There he was, though. 16 yrs. 
old, clean shaven, baby face, little kid. I 
recognized him right away. He stood 
there with the expression that it was all 
some big joke. Hard to forget. 

Since we both identified the 
same guy, their main suspect, and he 
was connected to the crime (by what, 
the police didn’t inform me), they had 
enough to charge him. 

The original detective drove 
Ernesto and me home. He dropped 
Ernesto off first. He did live in a par- 
ticularly “heavy” neighborhood. 

Later, I’ve learned from talk- 
ing to the State’s Attorney, the wheels 
of justice are beginning to move. If the 
killer doesn’t plead guilty, the trial will 
be in a year or so. 

In conclusion, for all the peo- 
ple who, when I mentioned to them the 
circumstances of this story, have had a 
first response of, “Wow, are you going 
to move now?” or “You told the police 
you saw it? Aren’t you afraid that 
they'll (the gang, I guess) get revenge 
on you?” I don’t know what to say. 
We've all been a little brain washed by 
the hysteria of the media. 

No, I’m not going to move. If 
you move, they win. And people get 
whacked everywhere. Even on your 
street. 

And as far as being afraid or 
paranoid. I was a lot less paranoid 
before people kept suggesting how 
afraid I should be. Do you really think 
it would be better to not say anything, 
so the killer goes free? And you have 
to live with yourself and maybe even 
see him around later. Then what do 
you do? Go to the police then? “Oh, I 
didn’t say anything before, but now 
I’m even more scared.” No, thanks. 

And most importantly, if 
someone you knew got murdered and 
there were eyewitnesses, wouldn’t you 
want them to come forward? There 
were no eyewitnesses to a murder a 
year ago last summer and a lot of peo- 
ple seem to think someone got away 
with it. 
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All you loyal Underdog readers might remember the article “You Are Now Entering the Information Snooper 
Highway” from Underdog Zine #11 back in Spring 1995, which discussed Internet censorship, online pornog- 
raphy, hackers, software piracy, encryption, government wiretaps, and all sorts of other fun stuff. The 
“Communications Decency Act of 1995” that was mentioned in the article was an atiempt to extend cur- 
rent FCC regulations on obscenity and indecency to all forms of electronic communications. Well, it didn’t 
pass in 1995, but recent events have compelled us to include a followup article on the subject. 


The Communications Decency Act: 


The End Of the Internet 


As We Know It? 


“Mr. Watson, come quick, | want you...” — Alexander 
Graham Bell, inventor of the telephone, to his assistant 
Watson in the first telephone message ever transmitted.' 


As a direct result of this lewd and obscene display of 
homosexuality, the new medium of telephone communi- 
cations came under heavy scrutiny by the political insti- 
tutions of the day, under pressure from their reactionary 
conservative constituency. “Because telephone systems 
can be accessed by anyone,” they argued, “especially 
children, the threat that this new technology poses to 
decent citizens is alarmingly great. Something must be 
done!” 


Legislation was passed that criminalized the transmis- 
sion of any words that were obscene, lewd, lascivious, 
filthy, or indecent. These terms were to be defined by polit- 
ical appointees of the current executive administration in 
the newly formed Federal Communications Commission. 
By the time telephone service finally entered general 
public use in 1892, every telephone unit bore the 
following regulatory warning: 


TELEPHONE SYSTEMS ARE PROVIDED FOR THE TRANSMIS- 
SION OF LEGAL INFORMATION ONLY. THIS SYSTEM WILL BE 
MONITORED TO ENSURE INFORMATION SECURITY, SYSTEM 
INTEGRITY, AND THE LIMITATION OF USE TO LEGAL PURPOSES. 
THE USE OF TELEPHONE SYSTEMS CONSTITUTES CONSENT TO 
MONITORING AS AN INTEGRAL PART OF SYSTEM MANAGE- 
MENT. INFORMATION DERIVED FROM SYSTEM MONITORING 
MAY BE USED AS A BASIS FOR ADMINISTRATIVE, DISCIPLI- 
NARY, OR CRIMINAL PROCEEDINGS. IF YOU DO NOT CON- 
SENT TO CONTINUED MONITORING SYSTEM, CANCEL YOUR 
TELEPHONE SERVICE IMMEDIATELY. 


- Sounds pretty screwy, right? It's a good thing that it 
didn’t happen that way. However, in 100 years from now, 
that above telephone scenario could serve as a very apt 
analogy for what is going on with the Internet today. 


by Kammy Swift 
and Douglas C. 


Ward 


Obviously, if the above scenario had taken place, the 
telephone would have fizzled out as an effective com- 
munications medium. People wouldn't be able to talk 
about anything above a third grade level without being 
criminalized. People wouldn’t use it. 


Would that have been so bad? Communication and 
discussion are the cornerstone of an effective and work- 
able democracy. Therefore, people must be able to 
access information and discuss it, free from bias or cen- 
tral control. Were the telephone, the newspapers, televi- 
sion, radio, and even the mail subject to this level of 
monitoring, censorship, and criminalization, those medi- 
ums would not be viable for open information 
exchange. We would be.left with handing out leaflets on 
the corner. However, it would be a bit hard to reach 400 
million people that way. The Internet, on the other hand, 
is the medium that allows anyone to “hand a leaflet” to 
millions, and eventually billions of people throughout the 
world. As a new and unique medium, the Internet has the 
potential to democratize information on a scale greater 
than anything that has come before it. Although only a 
small percentage of the U.S population uses the Internet 
(2% to 3%) today, the importance that the Internet will 
play in everyday communications in the future is unde- 
niably huge, possibly greater than all other mediums 
combined! If the Internet has nothing to do with you now, 
within a few years, it will. 


In the past, other mediums have survived the attacks of 
censorship, notably the Comstock Law under which the 
print media in America was subject to routine censorship 
for 60 years. But even the Comstock Law pales in com- 
parison to what the pro-censorship advocates want to do 
to the Internet today. With the passing of the 


- Communications Decency Act of 1996, the first shot has 


been fired in a war for privacy, information, and 
democracy. 
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ithout much hoopla, on February 

8, the Telecommunications Act of 
1996 was signed into law by the 
President. The overwhelming majority 
of Congress had voted in favor of this 
bill, with only 16 representatives and 
only 5 senators voting against it. This 
new legislation includes regulations for 
telecommunications, broadcast, and 
cable services and regulatory reform; 
it also includes something called the 
Communications Decency Act 
(CDA). This law would punish by fines 
up to $100,000 and imprisonment for 
two years anyone who uses a 
“telecommunications device” to 
transmit “any comment, request, sug- 
gestion, proposal, image, or other 
communication which is obscene, 
lewd, lascivious, filthy, or indecent”. The 
CDA started as an amendment spon- 
sored by Senator James Exon, who 
was inspired by a desire to protect his 
granddaughter from online porn. The 
law is intended to protect minors from 
obscene and indecent materials on 
the Internet. It is unlikely that it will suc- 
ceed. However, it is likely to have far- 
reaching and sinister effects on free 
speech on the Internet. 


WHAT’S IN THE LAW? 


The CDA is part of the Telecomm bill. 
The part of the CDA that is the focus of 
this article is Subtitle A — the part that 
deals with “Obscene, Harrassing, and 
Wrongful Utilization of Telecommun- 
ications Facilities”. There is also Subtitle 
B which deals with “Parental Choice in 
Television Programming” and the “V- 
chip” that will be built into television 
sets to allow parents to screen TV pro- 
grams for their kids; that part won't be 
discussed in this article. 


To briefly summarize, Subtitle A of the 
CDA makes it a crime to use a 
“telecommunications device” (i.e. a 
computer, phone, modem, etc.) to 
create and transmit material that is 
“obscene, lewd, lascivious, filthy, inde- 
cent”, if your purpose is fo “annoy, 
abuse, threaten, or harass” another 
person, or if you are aware that the 
person receiving your communication 
is under 18. Harrassing telephone calls, 
with or without conversation § (for 
example, calling someone repeatedly 
and then hanging up when they 
answer), are also prohibited. It also 
makes it a crime to use an “interactive 
computer service” to send to a person 
under 18 any material that depicts or 
describes “sexual or excretory activi- 
ties or organs” in a “patently offensive” 


manner, or to make this material avail- 
able where someone under 18 could 
have access to it. The penalty is a fine 
of up to $100,000 and 2 years in jail. 


The law goes on to say that a person 
who merely provides access but isn’t 
responsible for creating the obscene 
or indecent material hasn't broken 
the law, unless they are “a conspirator 
with an entity actively involved in the 
creation of knowing distribution of 
communications that violate” this law. 


WHAT“S WRONG WITH 


THE CDA? 


There’s nothing wrong with wanting 
to shield children from pornography, 
as the CDA claims to do. But its effect 
would be to trample on the free 
speech rights of all Americans who 
want to use and enjoy the Internet. 
The law itself states that the Internet, 
and interactive computer services 
(such as America OnLine, 
CompuServe, etc.) are good because 
they vastly expand the amount of 
information and educational 
resources that are available for citi- 
zens to use. It also asserts that “the 
Internet and other interactive com- 
puter services have flourished, to the 
benefit of all Americans, with a mini- 
mum of government regulation”. 
Then, in the same breath, it puts forth 
strict regulations on how people can 
express themselves online, with harsh 
penalties for those who break the law! 


1- It will have a chilling effect on free 
speech 


Proponents of censorship will not 
have to rely on convicting people of 
breaking the law. Service providers, 
content providers, and_ individual 
Internet users will censor themselves 
out of fear of being prosecuted. This 
has already happened, even before 
the CDA was passed. America Online 
censored all communications con- 
taining the word “breast”, inadvertent- 
ly making it impossible for an online 
support group for survivors of breast 
cancer to participate in discussions. 
(AOL: apologized, and indicated that 
it would allow the use of the word 
“preast”). In another example of self- 
censorship, CompuServe cut off its 
subscribers’ access to all Usenet news- 
groups with names containing the 
words “sex”, “gay”, or “erotica”, after 
German prosecutors complained that 
the online service was breaking 
German law. Customers around the 


world complained because their 
access to these newsgroups had 
been cut off as well. CompuServe is 
working on a solution which would 
block the offending newsgroups in 
Germany only, while allowing other 
countries to receive them.? 


lf people have to constantly self- 
censor and watch what they say 
online, it will squelch the free flow of 
information that has allowed the phe- 
nomenal growth of the Internet. 
Rather than post material that might 
be considered inappropriate in a 
place where those under 18 might be 
able to get at it, they will feel safer not 
posting it at all. This can only have a 
detrimental effect on the quality and 
richness of discussions online. 


2- It will not accomplish its goal of 
protecting children from inappropri- 
ate material 


The CDA makes content providers 
and service providers liable for the 
content they carry and provide, yet 
the amount of content generated on 
the Internet each day is so enormous 
that no person, group of people, or 
agency could possibly read it all and 
screen it for content. It’s like expecting 
the phone company to be responsi- 
ble for the contents of all conversa- 
tions that happen over the telephone 
lines, or holding a bookstore owner 
responsible for the content of every 
page in every book he or she sells, 
Also, while the CDA is a U.S. law, the 
Internet is worldwide, and networks do 
not acknowledge geographical bor- 
ders. People outside the U.S. could 
easily transmit lewd, lascivious, filthy, 
obscene, or indecent material to net- 
works that reach the U.S. 


3- Parents, not the government, 
should determine what is appropriate 
for their children 


Service providers such as America 
Online, Prodigy, and Compuserve 
already provide special areas for chil- 
dren on their systems. Also, software is 
available that filters Internet content, 
allowing parents and teachers to 
screen out material that they don’t 
want their children to see. For 
example, CompuServe — recently 
announced that it will provide such 
software. 

4- The law is vague and overbroad 

Dr. Ruth Westheimer’s sexual advice 
column could be considered inde- 


cent by some. So could quotes from 
Ulysses or Catcher in the Rye, rock and 


Congressional bills, the Federal Register, the Congressional Record, and other government documents 
can be found online at the Government Printing Office web site at http://www.access.gpo.gov/su_docs/ —___» 


and at the Library of Congress’ “Thomas” web sife at http://thomas.loc.gov. 


rap lyrics, information on safe sex or 
birth control or how to prevent the 
spread of AIDS, the Victoria’s Secret 
catalog, the Underdog Zine, parts of 
the Bible, or the use of a four-letter 
word, 


REACTIONS TO THE 


NEW LAW 


The online community reacted 
swiftly to the passage of this new law. 
The Voters’ Telecommunications 
Watch (VTW) organized the “Paint It 
Black” campaign — for 48 hours after 
the President signed the 
Telecommunications Act, World Wide 
Web users and BBS sysops turned 
their pages black in protest. At some 
sites, all online information was 
blacked out and replaced with the 
words: “This is what censorship looks 
like”. IN response to “Paint It Black” 
there was major news coverage of 
the internet censorship issue for the 
first time. The Electronic Frontier 
Foundation (EFF) has organized the 
“Blue Ribbon Campaign”, urging 
people to display the blue ribbon 
symbol on their Web pages to show 
support for freedom of speech. 
Offline, numerous protest rallies have 
taken place, and people are also 
wearing the blue ribbons to protest 
Internet censorship. 


The new law is under attack in the 
courts. On February 8 in the 
Philadelphia court of Judge Ronald 
Buckwalter, the ACLU, EFF and 24 
other organizations filed a federal 
lawsuit against the Department of 
Justice. In New York, another suit was 
filed by the Center for Reproductive 
Law & Policy against “abortion gag 
rule” provisions which are also a part 
of the Telecommunications Act. On 
February 9, Senators Patrick Leahy 
(D-VT) and Russ Feingold (D-WI), two 
of the few member of Congress who 
had voted against the Telecomm 
Act, introduced S. 1567, a bill to 
repeal the CDA. On February 26, the 
Citizens Internet Empowerment 
Coalition (CIEC), a group of publish- 
ers, content providers, internet ser- 
vice providers, and __ individual 
Internet users, filed yet another law- 
suit seeking to overturn the CDA in a 
federal court in Philadelphia. Some 
members of the CIEC are Microsoft 
Corporation, America OnLine, the 
American Booksellers Association, 
Senator Leahy, and the Newspaper 
Association of America, to name just 
a few. Individual users wishing to be 
part of this historic court case can 
join the CIEC up to March 15. 


On February 15, Judge Buckwalter 
issued a temporary restraining order 


NC states are feeling threat- 
ened by information transmitted 
via the Internet, and are aggressively 
attempting to counter what they see 
as a political, cultural, and economic 
threat. For example, the Chinese gov- 
ernment is attempting to control all 
information that enters China via the 
Internet, by first filtering it through offi- 
cial censors. The New China News 
Agency says: “Neither organizations 
nor individuals are allowed to 
engage in activities at the expense of 
state security and secrets...they are 
also forbidden to produce, retrieve, 
duplicate, or spread information that 
may hinder public order.” 


Here in the United States, as frighten- 
ing as the Communications Decency 
Act is, there are things that are even 
scarier. Agencies within the U.S. gov- 
ernment believe that a real threat 
exists of an attack by terrorists via the 
Internet. In order to identify this threat 
and defend against it they have com- 
missioned hundreds of studies like the 
one entitled “Crimes in Cyberspace, 
The Digital Underworld” by social jus- 
tice professor Gene Stephens of the 
University of South Carolina. 


According to this study, “...anyone 
who is computer literate can 
become a cybercrook!” Cyberspace 
crimes can take many forms: com- 
munication crimes (hacking, phone 
fraud); crimes against the govern- 
ment; business crimes (industrial espi- 
onage, credit card theft); cyberstalk- 
ing and cyberporn; information war- 
fare and online terrorism. Stephens 
concludes that government regula- 
tions are needed in order to curb 
cyberspace crime. 


Boardwatch magazine columnist 
Frank X. Sowa read over 35 federal 
reports (with titles like “The Electronic 
Intrusion Threat to National Security 
and Emergency Preparedness 
Telecommunications”) and conclud- 
ed that the U.S. government takes the 
Stephens study and others like it so 
seriously that it is actively involved in 
the creation of an “Information 
Corps” — an elite military force that 
would operate independently of the 
other military branches. Its mission — 
to wage information warfare. Defense 
experts are especially concerned 


INFORMATION WARFARE 


because more than 90% of defense- 
related information travels over the 
Internet. “If Internet transmissions were 
to stop — so would the military...As a 
result, we’ve had no choice but to 
create an offensive capability in 
cyberspace. | can’t discuss 
it... However, you’d feel good and feel 
safe and secure if you knew about if,“ 
says Emmett Page, Assistant Secretary 
of Defense for Command, Control, 
Communications and Intelligence. 


Internet users can visit the National 
Defense University’s web site and 
read papers like “The Next Enemy” by 
Dr. Martin C. Libicki, which detail the 
future military threats that may face 
the United States, including informa- 
tion warfare. 


The RAND Corporation holds simu- 
lated cyberwar training sessions for 
feds at its research center in Santa 
Monica, CA. Sowa says, “In the first 
simulated attack, unknown terrorists 
via the Internet were able to cripple 
the phone system by dismantling 
high-capacity transmission facilities 
with trojan horse programs. intro- 
duced in eight key cities. They then 
went on to effectively disable the 
nation’s power grid, confuse the air 
traffic control system causing tempo- 
rary power blackouts and deadly 
flight disruptions, and generally 
wreak havoc with the nation’s most 
vital computer networks.” The feds 
participating in this session were 
“dumbfounded” as to how to deal 
with the simulated terrorism. This is . 
what our government fears. 


The good news, according to the 
Stephens report, is that in the future, 
cybercrime will be brought under 
control by what he calls “proactive 
policies”: creation of a cashless soci- 
ety, digital wiretapping, and even 
“government implanted bodily func- 
tion monitors and chemical drips”. 
The best part is that the feds can 
declare anything an issue of “nation- 
al security” and keep it secret. Sounds 
like the kind of America we'd all like 
to live in. 


Sources: 
“China Keeps A Watchful Eye On the internet.” New York 
Times 5 Feb. 1996. 


Sowa, Frank X."Cyberworld Monitor: We Have Found the 
Enemy, and I Is Us!" Boardwatch Feb. 1996: 90-92. 
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The Suspects "The Blitz" 
P.U.S "Scapeghost" 

Spunk "Supertough" 

All Day "Friends Are Forever" 
Apocalypse Hoboken "All American" 

Voodoo Glow Skulls "Dog Pile" (Live @ KPFK) 

Wrong Way Right "Stay Home" 

Drain Bramaged "Livin' In The City" 

The Fixtures "Custer & Columbus Come To Town" 
Perturbed "Hyper" 

Media Blitz "Another Drink" 

Rhythm Collision "She Drives Me Crazy" (live in France) 
Legitime Defonce "Ennemi Public #1" 
Shliimpf "Billy Jack" 

Glue Gun "Self Respect" 

The Meatmen "I Want Drugs" 

Das Klown "Eye Kill" 

riotgun. "You're Right, I'm Wrong" 

Sanity Assassins "Working Man" 

No Consent "Death Is A Mystery" 

Surgeon General's Warning "Solace Conveyed" 
Insult "Blithering Idiot" 

Youth Gone Mad "Energy" 

Moral Crux "Waiting For A Bomb" 

The Process "Little Stiff" 

Blount "World Of Seclusion" 

Cruel & Unusual "Eyecare" 

Monkhouse "Nothing Like You" 

Youth In Asia "Ozark Joe" 

Naked Aggression "Revolt" (Live @ Gilman St.) 
The Fumes "101" 

Rancid Hell Spawn "Born Without A Head" 

Fury 66 "Catch 22" 

Horace Pinker "Ring & Knots" 
Swoons "Oh, Liebling" 
Vitamin L "Urine Luck" 
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that prohibits enforcement of the 
“indecency” part of the CDA. The 
court agreed that the CDA is “uncon- 
stitutionally vague”, raises “serious, 
substantial, difficult and doubtful ques- 
tions” and that it will have a “chilling 
effect” on free soeech on the Internet. 
However, the court did not enjoin (pro- 
hibit) prosecution under the “patently 
offensive” or “obscene” provisions of 
the CDA. 


A three-judge panel in Philadelphia 
will now evaluate whether the CDA is 
constitutionally valid. Hearings will 
take place in late March and early 
April. 


HOW WILL THE CDA 


AFFECT ME? 


No one has been prosecuted yet 
under the new law. In fact, Attorney 
General Janet Reno has agreed not 
to investigate or prosecute under the 
“indecency” or “patently offensive” 
provisions of the CDA, while the three- 
judge panel is evaluating the law. This 
expands the protections of the tem- 
porary restraining order granted by 
Judge Buckwalter.° 


WHAT IS OBSCENITY? 


The CDA deals with not just “obscen- 
ity” but also “indecency”. Some history 
will be helpful in clarifying the mean- 
ing of these two terms. 


The history of laws regulating 
obscenity goes back to 1864, when a 
postmaster reported to the govern- 
ment that Civil War troops were 
receiving large quantities of “dirty” 
pictures and books by mail. As a result, 
Congress passed a law in 1865 which 
made it a crime. to send any 
“obscene book, pamphlet, picture, 
print, or other publication of vulgar 
and indecent character” through the 
U.S. mail. 


In 1873, Anthony Comstock, the sec- 
retary of the New York Society for the 
Suppression of Vice, came to 
Washington to lobby for stronger 
obscenity laws, and soon Congress 
passed the Law to Suppress Trade in, 
and Circulation of, Obscene Literature 
and Articles of Immoral Use. Not only 
did it prohibit the mailing of printed 
matter “of an indecent character”, it 
also made it a crime to mail informa- 
tion regarding contraception and 
abortion (Comstock was also a zeal- 
ous opponent of early feminists like 
Margaret Sanger). Comstock was also 
given the power to go to any post 
office and inspect mail. The so-called 


- Comstock Law would have a stifling 


effect on the publication of literature 
in America for the next sixty years. In 
the first six months after the law went 
into effect, Comstock claimed that he 
had confiscated “194,000 obscene 
photographs, 14,200 stereopticon 
plates, and 134,000 pounds of books". 
Near the end of his life he wrote that 
he had destroyed “almost 160 tons of 
obscene literature and 3,984,063 
obscene pictures.” (2) In those days 
the yardstick of obscenity was consid- 
ered to be whether or not the materi- 
al would corrupt the most vulnerable 
members of society, that is, young and 
inexperienced people. A book or pub- 
lication did not have to be consid- 
ered as a whole, and it was irrelevant 
whether it had literary value. The 
courts would instead focus on particu- 
lar passages of a book which they 
found to be offensive, in order to 
determine if the book was 
“obscene” .“ 


Comstock’s successor, Jonn Sumner, 
carried on his work with the Society for 
the Suppression of Vice. He often pres- 
sured publishers into not printing a 
particular book, or into recalling all 
copies of the book and destroying 
them, if the book had already been 
published. All copies of Women in 
Love (D.H. Lawrence), The Genius 
(Theodore Dreiser), and Memoirs of 
Hecate County (Edmund Wilson) were 
withdrawn from circulation and 
destroyed after the publishers were 
pressured by Sumner. Comstock and 
Sumner also attacked Tolstoy, Balzac, 
James Joyce, and George Bernard 
Shaw (Shaw coined the word 
“Comstockery” to describe fanatical 
moralizing). 


The end of Comstock rule in America 
was soon to come. Ulysses by James 
Joyce, now a classic, had been pub- 
lished in installments in the magazine 
Little Review. In 1920, the publishers 
were convicted and fined because 
the book contained sexual themes. 
For the next 11 years, no American 
publisher would consider printing the 
book, until Random House contracted 
with Joyce to publish the book. When 
a French version of the book was 
seized by U.S. Customs officials, 
Random House sued in federal court. 
The court held that Ulysses was not 
obscene and that a book must be 
judged as a whole, not on selected 
passages. The yardstick by which 
obscenity was to be measured would 
be the sensibilities of the average 
reader, not those of children. 


Obscene speech is not protected by 
the Constitution. But there are very 
narrow definitions of what is consid- 


ye 


ered obscene. In Roth v. United States 
(1957), the Supreme Court empha- 
sized that even unpopular ideas are 
protected by the First Amendment. 
“All ideas having even the slighted 
redeeming social importance— 
unorthodox ideas, controversial ideas, 
even ideas hateful to the prevailing 
climate of opinion—have the full pro- 
tection of the (First Amendment) guar- 
antees.” In Miller v. California (1973) 
the court determined that the test for 
obscenity had three parts: “1) would 
the average person, applying con- 
temporary standards of the state or 
local community find that the work, 
taken as a whole, appeals to the pruri- 
ent interest? 2) Does the work depict 
or describe in a patently offensive 
way sexual conduct specifically 
defined by the applicable state law? 
3) Does the work lack serious literary, 
artistic, political, or scientific value?”® 
The court also decided that local 
community standards should deter- 
mine what is offensive, not the 
Supreme Court justices, who were 
frankly tired of reviewing smut. 


WHAT IS INDECENCY? 


Unlike obscenity, indecency is pro- 
tected by the First Amendment. The 
law regarding indecency stems from 
the George Carlin monologue “Filthy 
Words” (which he described as “words 
you couldn’t say on the public air- 
waves”) which was broadcast on 
Pacifica Radio as part of a program 
dealing with the attitude of society 
towards language. A member of 
Morality in Media, John R. Douglas, 
complained to the Federal 
Communications Commission, saying 
he had heard the broadcast “while 
driving with his young son.” (The fact 
that the son was actually 15 was not 
disclosed to the FCC). The FCC deter- 
mined that the broadcast violated 
indecency rules, and the case went to 
the Supreme Court which upheld the 
FCC’s censure of Pacifica Radio.® The 
FCC’s legal definition of indecency 
(which was approved by the Supreme 
Court) is “the exposure of children to 
language that describes, in terms 
patently offensive as measured by 
contemporary community standards 
for the broadcast medium, sexual or 
excretory activities and organs at 
times of the day when there is a rea- 
sonable risk that children may be in 
the audience.” The Court did not con- 
sider whether the monologue had lit- 
erary merit. 

Indecency law has also been 
applied to other mediums. In 1988, 
Congress amended the 


Communications Act to include regu- 
lations on dial-a-porn prohibiting both 
indecent and obscene telephone 
messages. However, upon reviewing 
the legislation, all nine Supreme Court 
justices agreed that sexual expression 
that is “indecent but not obscene is 
protected by the First Amendment.” 
(Sable v. FCC 1989) The court found 
that the government may regulate 
indecent speech in order to protect 
children, but that such regulation must 
be done by the “least intrusive 
means” and that the restrictions can- 
not “reduce the adult population to 
only what is fit for children.” The court 
also concluded that telephone com- 
munications are different from radio 
broadcasts, because dial-it services 
require people to actually pick up the 
phone, and make the call in order to 
receive indecent messages. 


Indecency law is contradictory 
because although indecent material 
is protected under the First 
Amendment, the law focuses on the 
effect of such speech on children, not 
on the average reader or listener. Also, 
when the FCC decides if something is 
indecent, there is no requirement that 
the work be considered as a whole; 
rather, the focus is on parts of the work 
that are deemed offensive. It sounds 
just like the legal standard for obscen- 
ity that was rejected by the court in 
1932. Indecency law establishes the 
FCC as the arbiter of what is and is not 
indecent, while obscenity law leaves 
this to the standards of the local com- 
munity. Allowing one agency to have 
this much power is dangerous, espe- 
cially because the FCC’s members 
are politically appointed, and could 
be subjected to political influence or 
blackmail. For example, Pat Buchanan 
in 1987 urged President Reagan to 
demand that the FCC “begin pulling 
the licenses of broadcasters (who 
transmit) this garbage,” in order to 
cement Republican ties to the reli- 
gious right.’ 

Obscenity is already illegal, whether 
on- or Offline. The obscenity provisions 
of the CDA are actually redundant. 
The problem with the CDA is that it is 
attempting to apply the indecency 
standards to online communications. 
The Internet is different from other 
communications technologies, as the 
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CIEC argues in its lawsuit. In the past, 
the government (specifically, the FCC) 
has only had the authority to control 
the content of the broadcast media 
(radio and television) and of commer- 
cial telephone services (like 1-900 
numbers), The CIEC says that users of 
the Internet have a lot of control over 
what types of content they receive, 
and therefore the Internet should 
enjoy broad First Amendment protec- 
tions comparable to those enjoyed by 
the print media. 


WHAT CAN 


PEOPLE D0? 


Concerned? You should be! There 
are many ways for people to get 
involved. Learn more about this 
important issue, and support the 
efforts of those people who are spear- 
heading the legal challenges to inter- 
net censorship. The results of these 
court battles “will likely determine the 
legal status of soeech on the Internet 
and the future of the First Amendment 
in the information age.”® 


The CDA is a federal law, but there 
are also many similar state bills in the 
works. State legislators in Alabama, 
California, Connecticut, Florida, Illinois, 
Maryland, Montana, New York, 
Oklahoma, Oregon, Pennsylvania, 
Virginia, and Washington have pro- 
posed such bills. In fact, the 
Oklahoma, Montana, and Virginia bills 
have become laws. Contact your 
state legislators and express your 
opposition to these state bills—urge 
them to take a stand against online 
censorship. 


Although the exact number is impos- 
sible to determine, somewhere 
between 9.5 million and 36 million 
people in the US (out of a population 
of 300 million) currently use the 
Internet, and the number is continual- 
ly growing. Access to computers must 
be increased, in schools, libraries, etc. 
so that all those who want to use and 
enjoy the Internet are able to do so. 
The remainder must be educated so 
that they are able to see its value, 
rather than seeing it as one big elec- 
tronic red light district populated by 
pedophiles and child pornographers, 
as offen portrayed by the media. Less 


AMERICAN CIVIL LIBERTIES UNION 
emall: infoaclu@aclu.org 

FTP: ftp://ftp.pipeline.com/aclu 
COMPUTER PROFESSIONALS FOR 
SOCIAL RESPONSIBILITY 

WWW: hitp://www.cpsr.org/ 


ELECTRONIC PRIVACY INFORMATION CENTER 


WWW: hitp://www.epic.org 


than one percent of the material on 
the Internet is pornographic®:; the 
remaining 99+% offers myriad oppor- 
tunities for education, discussion, com- 
merce, and entertainment. Many 
schools recognize this and are using 
computers and the Internet as part of 
their curriculum. 


Talk to other people about this! 
Participate in discussions on- and 
Offline. Write a letter to your local 
newspaper. The remedy for censorship 
is more speech. The issue is much larg- 
er than “protecting children from 
porn”, and it concerns everyone, 
whether or not they currently use the 
Internet or own a computer. At stake is 
freedom of speech, something our 
society supposedly values. If those 
who support censorship can squelch 
our freedoms online, they can do it - 
Offline as well. Don’t let it happen. 
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THE (STEREOTYPICAL) PUNK 


OF THE QUARTER 
by Pete O. 


f\ WHERE SEEN: Cabaret Metro, Chicago . 
late December, 1995 rie 


C] v 
The Posetir 
N \ 


WHEN SEEN: 


This entry might be 
a few days shy of 
this quarter, but its 
sheer punkness easi- 
ly beate anything else in the last few months 
ot so. A somewhat controversial venue with 
a rather mismatched lineup brought out a 
varied mix of diehard scenesters, bored locals 
looking to keep warm, and my favorites, the 
weekend warriors who might wear leather 
jackete twice a week (guess which days) and 
roll up those shirts because those taffoos 
might score them a date. 

Anyway, the show opened up with 
NO EMPATHY, who may be infamous fo 
local Underdog readers, but was just begin- 
ning to turn the heads of this seemingly 
clueless crowd. One particular gentleman 
(term used loosely and to be gender specific), 
long hait pulled back (but not dyed jet black), 


T H E - 
FORBIDDEN! 


arms in the ait while hands —~?7 
made various fists and operatic ges- 

tures, wag certainly diving head first into 
their set. He wag no doubt drunk already, 
which is not necessarily a requirement for 
&.P.0.T.Q., but in the past, has not hurt 
anyone's chances in the slightest. During 
breake in the set, he was heard to 
be screaming, 
"Euck the poseurs!" 
"Euck the poseurs!" 
However, upon further notice during 
NO EMPATHY’s songs, he was seen moving 
hie mouth to simulate him singing along to 
lyrics that he did not know, ever so often get- 
ting the last word of a verse correct mete sec- 
onds after it wae sung on stage. Hee hee. 
Much to the amusement of the crowd, our 
"bunk" was consequently ejected from the 
chow that night when he staggered up on 


i WIV IN WWI, Mz 
wae I: 


stage to "sing" the 
eas song with the band. | have 
never seen the expression of Mare 
= Ruvolo, NO EMPATHY vocalist, 
so emotionless and bland as the 
Of fool tried getting on the mike, a 
rarity for a person like Mare, so 
charged and unafraid to express 


ee 


niin 
eats venderin 
rtist’s rendering by Pete 0. oe thie 


apparent "punk" could really deflate anyone's 
positive spirit. As | left the show, our "punk" 
was outside with some security people, plead- . 
ing to be let back in so he wouldn't miss 
TRIPLE FAST ACTION, one of Chicago's 
newest major label lackeys. My suggestion 
to you, sit, is that you go to a used record 
store and buy "Rock And Roll Over" from 
KISS and save yourself some money next 
time. 


JAVA CHRIST -Songs to Confuse 
Slam Dancers 7" 

Four Songs from this great new Nashville 
band. Fast paced melodic punk rock with 

a touch of ska. What are you waiting for! 
HOPO12 


FUN GIRLS FROM MT. PILOT 
- Dairy of a Madwoman 7" 

Five new songs from Nashville's stupidest 
snotty, cross dressing punk rock band. 
Ozzy would certainly be proud. HOPOI3 


TEEN IDOLS - Lets Make Noise 


TORTURE KITTY - Torture 
Kitty 7" 

Knoxville Tennessce’s pop punk great 
white hope. Six hook filled anthem’s of 


pure tecn angst. The newest addition to 
the HOP rostcr. HOPOIS 

LOAD - Lumberjack Death 
Luge 7" 

Three new songs from these heavy as 
fuck Miami Florida residents. These guys 
mean busincss! We dare you to enter the 
ring with this onc. HOPO16 


HOUSE) 
ies 


Interviews with 
X, The Queers, 


|i) Sea 
FANTASTIC! 
COMIX! 
ZINES! 
BOOKS! 
CARDS! 
A LIVE DOG! 
AFEROCIOUS 
CAT! 


(ANDANIE ONETOO) 


on 

Two new members, Six new songs, It's 
still poppy punk at it’s finest, and it's from 
Nashville. Go figure. HOPO14 


Today Is The Day, and so much more! 
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Hey dorks, 

have you ever been in a 
band, and had your parents 
show up to see you-play? 
We're compiling eXperiences 
about this for the next zine 
(no.16). If you got ‘en, 
send them in to... 


parent stories, c/o UVADERDOG RECORDS 
2252 N. Elston Ave., 2nd Floor 
Chicago, IL 60614, U.S.A. 


EVERY SUNDAY IS KING VELVEEDA DAY AT QUIMBY’S 


1328 N. DAMEN AVE. 
CHICAGO, IL 60622 OR CALL (312) 342-0910 


A History OF CHICAGO GANGSTERS 


S ince the turn of the century the 
Chicago syndicate has not been a 
group of hoodlums, but an army with 
strict rules that are heavily enforced. 
Over the years it has brought and taken 
power and wealth. The vast number of 
business men, entrepreneurs, police, and 

government officials who were influ- 
enced by the mob have only helped it 
grow stronger. 

In the early nineteen hundreds a 
young Italian was working as a 
bouncer and bartender. He worked 
.| at The Harvard Inn on Coney Island in 
‘New York. One night a man named 
Frank Gallucio took his sister and his 
date to the Harvard Inn for a night 
A oof dancing. The young Italian had 
'Y told Gallucio’s sister that she had a nice 
sy ass, which he had meant as a compliment. 
«il Gallucio and his sister had been greatly 
insulted and after exchanging words, 
Gallucio pulled a knife on the the Italian 

-and tried to slit his throat, but missed and 
™, caught him in the face. This man would, 
for the rest of his life, be known as 
Alfonse “Scarface” Capone. 

At about the same time in 
‘Chicago there was a man named Jim 
Colisimo. He was known as 
“Diamond Jim’, because of the many 
amonds he wore all over his body. 
Colisimo arrived in Chicago from Calabia 

in 1895 at seventeen years of age. He 
started as a street sweeper in the first ward. 
He then organized other street sweepers to 
form a political bloc. Colisimo soon 
became a “bag man” or a collector of 
bribes. (Abadinsky, 76) 

‘Colisimo organized a loose, undisci- 
lined group of thieves and thugs. This 
group was organized to get rid of competi- 
ion for Colisimo and were of Italian and 
i Sicilian descent. (Roemer, 26) Colisimo 
then brought in a New Yorker named 
Johnny Torrio. (Abadinsky, 76) 
 Torrio was thirty-two when he 


arrived 


By JOHNNY 


in Chicago. He used to be partners with 
Frankie Yale; the man who owned the 
Harvard Inn, where Capone worked. Soon 
Colisimo and Torio owned a string of gam- 
bling houses, brothels, and night spots. 
Both Torrio and Colisimo were notorious 
for white slavery. (Abadinsky, 76) 
They would lure young giris (oO 
Chicago by advertising employment. 
The girls would then be given “knock out 
drops”. After this they were taken to broth- 
els and forced to work. If the girls refused 
they were badly beaten and raped, many 
took their own lives. Torrio brought in Al 
“Scarface” Capone to help him organize. 
(Abadinski, 76 , 77) _ 

Capone worked as a bodyguard for 
Torrio (Horan, 607) who had realized that 
Colisimo didn’t see the potential of orga- 
nized crime with prohibition on it’s way. 
Torrio realized that Colisimo was afraid of 
federal agents and wanted to stay away 
from bootlegging. (Abadinski, 77) In 1920 
Torrio contracted Capone to kill Colisimo. 
(Roemer, 26) Torrio started organizing the 
group by enforcing tighter discipline and 
enlarging membership. 

Torrio and Capone were made aware 
that with prohibition on its way, Chicago 
would become big business. 
(Abadinski, 77) Capone, however, saw 
even more opportunity than Torrio. Capone 
made an attempt on Torrio’s life but didn’t 
succeed. Torrio left Chicago immediately 
and left everything to Capone. (Roemer, 
26) 

Capone soon rose to the top. His rivals 
were either killed or forced to leave and 
give up their criminal life. As Capone 
bombed and schemed his way to the top, it 
is said he was responsible for four hundred 
gang murders. Capone once said, “I’ve 
been accused of every death except the 
casualty list of the World War.” 

It is said that Capone’s cadillac cost 
thirty thousand dollars in 1928. It consist- 
ed of bullet proof glass, armor and had no 
back window for the “rear gunner’. — 


of the Bugs Moran gang. 

Capone was arrested and convicted 
in 1931 for tax evasion. He was sen- 
tenced to eleven years in prison and fined 


prison in 1939 and retired to 
Miami. He was not of sound 
mind however, he was diagnosed 
with syphilis and died shortly 
after his release from prison. He 
hever returned to Chicago again, except to 
be buried. (Horan, 607, Roemer, 28) 
hen Capone went to prison his best 
man took over, Frank “The Enforcer” Nitti. 
get is said, however, that under Capone the 
Chicago mob became the most disciplined 
and wealthy crime syndicate in the coun- 
try. With prohibition repealed, Nitti 
was stuck for cash. Nitti then brought 
in Jake “Greasy Thumb” Guznik. He 
was named “Greasy Thumb” because he 
was very good with money. His bodyguard, 
Gussie Alex, ran Chicago’s area 


known as “The Loop”. (Roemer, 


27-29) 


The St. Valentine’s Day Massacre in 
1929 was the peak of Capone’s career. 
Capone’s gang mowed down seven members 


seventy thousand dollars. Capone got out of 


In the early forties Chicago was run 
by Nitti, and in the late forties by Toni 
“The Tuna” Accardo. Accardo was also 
named “Joey Batters” because he was noto- 
rious for smashing his enemies skulls 
with baseball bats. In his days of work- 
ing for Capone. (Roemer, 193) Accardo 
liked to keep a low profile; he was not a typ- 
ical gangster. He always came home at night, 
he wasn’t flashy, and he didn’t have a girl- 
friend on the side; in other words he was a 
faithful husband and father. It is said that 
when Accardo would throw a party and the 
F.B.I. would sit outside his house, that he 
would send out some sandwiches and coffee, 
instead of cursing at them like Giancana. 
Rumor has it that Accardo’s son asked a girl 
to his high school prom, however the the girl 
was not allowed to go with him because of 
who he was. When Mrs. Accardo got wind 
of this she apparently called the girl’s moth- 
er and asked if she would allow it if the cou- 
ple were driven in an armored car; I’m pret- 
ty sure the answer was still no. Accardo was 
“boss” but stepped down in the fifties. He 
became the consiglieri or “counselor” to 
Sam Giancana. (Roemer, 193) 
lancana started as a small time crimi- 
nal. He grew up in an Italian neighborhood 
Known as “The Patch” and was known by his 
friends as “Mooney”. When Giancana was 
young he began his career Stealing from 
gumball machines but was soon stealing 
parts off cars for paper money instead of 
coin money. Giancana soon had a chauffer 
and was living in the lap of luxury, 
(Brashler) 
iancana soon fell from his high posi- 
tion in the mob. The Chicago syndicate 
stripped him of his power because he had to 
high of a profile. Toni Accardo, who at the 
time, still had the final say, although indi- 
rectly, liked the idea of the Chicago 
Syndicate being a “myth”. Accardo pre- 
ferred people not Seeing or hearing anything 
about the mob. Accardo again took over and 
remained in power until he died of natural 
causes in 1992. (Brasher, 316) It is said that 
since 1983 all areas west of Chicago, such 
as 3! Louis. Kansas City, 
Denver, San Francisco, Milwaukee, Los 
Angeles, and San Diego are run by the 
Chicago syndicate. (Roemer, 27) 
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| clearly remember that day when the slam-dance circle 
pit dance died, and when the mosh pit ever after ruled 
the day. You do remember slam-dancing, don’t you? 


Slam Dancing: A form of punk dance where people 
would sort of skip-run, a.k.a. skank, in a counter clock- 
wise circle. It was fast, physical, furious, and fun. 
You'd be picked up if you Fell yet you could push, 
shove and run as much as you wanted without 
mauling anyone else. 


Moshing: A form of dance introduced to the punk scene by metalheads 
and jocks, later espoused by skinheads, whereby a large mass of people 
would randomly run into each other, often at head-on angles, usually caus- 
ing grievous bodily harm (G.B.H.!). Swinging elbows and booted feet as 
high and as wildly as possible are a staple of this dance. 


It was 1987 at a NAKED RAYGUN show at the Cabaret Metro. Before 
NR started, | went out into the middle of the floor, anticipating the big cir- 
cle pit. | had been slam-dancing in circle pits for years, and expected no 
less from this show. Little did | know | was in for a head-on collision with a 
vile historical twist. 


That year, NR had been gaining popularity far beyond the punk scene, 
and many jock, metal, and skinheads types were now flooding to their 
shows. As the first chords were struck, there was a massive surge towards 
the stage. | found myself about ten bodies away from the stage, with my 
arms pinned to the sides of my body. There was no way | could move my 
arms to raise them above my head. I’m not a little guy, either, and even then 
| was 6 foot 4 inches tall and about 200 Ibs. Still, my arms remained 
pinned, and everyone was being crushed by the force of a massive MOSH 
pit that had formed 10 body widths behind me. | wasn’t in too much imme- 
diate danger, until the stagedivers started jumping all over the front of the 
crowd. Within seconds, someone’s fat baal landed squarely on my unpro- 
tected head, whipping my head & neck into an un-anatomically correct 
position. | blacked out. When | awoke, it was one song later, and due to 
the crush of the crowd, | was miraculously still upright! | then attempted to 
get the hell out of there, only to be thwarted by repeated onslaughts of the 
“skinhead wall of death.” The skinhead wall of death is an idiotic ritual 
whereby the participants line up shoulder to shoulder in the rear of the floor, 
then all charge simultaneously towards the stage, pushing and/or trampling 
everyone in front of them until their momentum runs out. Eventually, | was 
able to reach a safe haven. No broken neck, no blood, and only death’s 
personal headache as a souvenir. | was lucky, but never more would | 
encounter a circle pit in Chicago. 


—Douglas 


There has been some changes, though. Let’s take a trip togeth- 
er down Gob lubricated memory lane. Various people have been so 
kind as to give testimonials of their experiences with 
dance or, the later, “moshing”. Some had positive experi- 
ences; others negative. A variety of theories on style, moti- 
vation and etiquette are espoused. If you have a personal 
experience or opinion with how people move in a group, sub- 
mit them in writing for possible future publication. Thank you. 


Si" this is a punk magazine, for and about and through and in and out 
and all other prepositions that can be ascribed to that which is known 
as punk, we felt, collectively, that the subject of rhythmic movement as 
associated with music should be addressed. 


How audiences in attendance of punk rock performances 
choose to respond to the music has had quite an interesting 
history. As each new school, generation and/or wave of 
musical styles has metamorphisized, the “dances” associ- 
ated with each has also changed. There is much mutation 
and cross referencing between each style, but certain trends 
can be identified. From the frantic amphetamine induced go-go 
dancing of Warhol’s Exploding Plastic Inevitable multime- 
dia shows driven by the proto-punk of the early Velvet 
Underground to the stupidity induced pseudo-moshing of 
frat boys bicycled by whatever alterna-act played at the 
last Lalapalooza, the organized chaos has remained some- 
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It was the first show that | considered to really be 
“punk”. | had seen NAKED RAYGUN at the Riv, and 
PEGBOY at McGregors, but this one took directions 
to get to and was in a “bad neighborhood”. It was 
TRENCHMOUTH, The BOLLWEEVILS, and PROD- 
UCTS OF SOCIETY at the Too Far West Cafe on 
Chicago and Hoyne. As Paul Koob, Mike McKee, 
my little ‘sister and | entered the dark back room, we 
witnessed mohawks! Spikes! Painted jackets! Punk! 

We felt very out of place as we anxiously awaited seeing The BOLL 
WEEVILS for the first time. As they set up, a short bald man walked in, 
catching my eye. 

| asked, “Paul, is that...2” 

“No way! Yeah! It’s Pierre Kezdy!” Paul excitedly replied. 


Yes, we were in the presence of Pierre Kezdy, bass player for NAKED 
RAYGUN, our ane At this moment, | knew that the Too Far West was punk 
as punk could be. We rocked out to The BOLLWEEVILS, all the while keep- 
ing an eye on how Pierre was enjoying the show. 

As The BOLLWEEVILS began their cover of NAKED RAYGUN’S “I Lie”, 
Paul and | knew that it was time to mosh. Time to show Pierre that we loved 
NAKED RAYGUN, even though we had never even heard “I Lie” in our 
lives. Time to show Pierre Paul’s freshly painted “Raygun...Naked Raygun” 
leather jacket (since passed down to Nick Hitman). 

So Paul and | danced around like idiots, quickly picking up on “I Lie”’s 
contagious “Woooooaaaaaahs”. | was blindly thrashing my head about 
and running in circles when | decided to attempt an amazing balletlike 
leap-and-spin through the air. 

Well, of all the innocent bystanders to come crashing down on, of 
course | landed on Pierre Kezdy. Boy was my face red. As usual. 

—Jason Mojica 


Back in June of 1990, | attended a 7 SECONDS con- 
cert at the Metro with | LOVE YOU, a soon to be for- 
gotten hippie rock band. Anyways, the rock stars fin- 
ished up with their poses and it was time for the 
“Soulforce Revolution” rock of 7 SECONDS. Within 
seven seconds (no pun intended] of the opening num- 
ber | got smashed into the edge of the stage and 
thrust into the swirling eye of “the pit”. Seeing this as 
a rite of passage for punk rock, | stepped into this 
mass of sweaty punks, got repeatedly knocked down and Cooked in the 
head by over crite punks. Thankfully, | was picked up every time | went 


down for the count, and became used to all the tugging and pulling. As far 
as 7 SECONDS were concerned, | hardly remember them, except for their 
medley of “99 Red Balloons” and “Yellow Submarine”, but you could check 
that one out on their live album. 


—Angel 


It all started the weekend of my birthday, and 
besides planning to get as drunk as | could without 
pushing up different shades of green, | thought going 
to see PIGFACE would liven up my Santerian spirit to 
the point of black intoxicating ecstasy. 


So that the night would get really morbid and inter- 
esting, | asked my brother-in-law-to be, Scott Vargas, 
to tag along. If any of you know Scott, you'll know the 
kind of fun you're in for. 


Anyway, after drinking myself into oblivion (Scott doesn’t drink}, we 
went to the infamous Cabaret Metro to get more drunk and jam out to a 
bunch of talented fucksticks. 


Scott finally decides to have a couple of shots with some beer in honor 
of the big 25(age). Without success, Scott tries furiously to catch up with me 
in the consumption of alcohol. Scott takes off his shirt, exposing to the Metro 
the meaning of the word tattoo. Slamming hardcore to music unintelligable, 
Scott makes his way to the center of the pit. Following closely behind | see 
someone on stage inflate and throw into the crowd a big river raft, NO 
SHIT! Members of PIGFACE were taking turns jumping in the raft and surf 
ing across four hundred sweaty, sist punks. As | caught up to Scott | 
noticed another member of the band tossing a big, four foot, steel drum into 
the crowd (the kind of steel drum that bums use as a space heater). Scott 
gives me the sign to go up and extends his arms to lift me above the crowd 
and SMAK! AARRRGGGHHHHH! | definitely was in the wrong place at the 
wrong time. The steel drum (being tossed around like a rag doll) hits me 
right in the face giving me a bloody nose and a nice shiner of a black eye. 


Needless to say the big 25 was total “shit on a stick” from that moment 
on. Luckily no stitches were required. Some say | walked away with a great 
souvenir oe the show. Me, I’m happy | didn’t get hit in the face dead cen- 
ter, otherwise I’d have the face of a pig. 


Okay, it’s 1991 and my buddy Kurt Braineater 
gets me in on the guest list (cause he’s so cool) to the 
FISHBONE show. I’m under age and pretty buzzed 
when we arrive. I’m standing there watching the 
opening band which is alright and I’m getting more 
buzzed cause good old Kurt is buying me beer. Then 
PRIMUS comes on, who | don’t particularly care for. 
So by now I’m PISS DRUNK and being a big asshole. 
| was slammin’ to PRIMUS while tossing shit at the 
stage. The kind, very tolerable people in the pit kept picking me up, but one 
time | remember the back of a boot blasting me in the face. | stood up and 
realized | was bleeding profusely from the bridge of my nose. | figured | 
would go up to the bathroom and wash off and go back in the pit. | noticed 
that instead of trickling down my nose the blood was shooting out like a 
sprinkler; there was blood all over my white “Straight and Alert U. C.” t- 
shirt, blood on my pants, and blood on my boots. As | walked off the main 
floor | noticed the 14 year old PRIMUS fans staring at me as if to say, “Fuck, 
I’m not goin’ in there.” As | rounded the corner to go upstairs, the bouncer 
does a double take of me and grabs me; he explains that they have to call 
an ambulance for me. Drunk as | was, | realized that | would be sitting at 
Cook County Hospital ‘till six in the morning behind gun shot victims, so | 
refused and left. | missed FISHBONE and never had any problems with my 
nose that everyone had said was broken. 

—Johnny 

When | was seventeen | had been going to shows 
for a little over a year, | figured | had nothing to worry 
about in a slam pit. | wasn’t a Nazi, | didn’t start fights 
and | was getting to know everyone else in the scene. 
Then one evening while | was approaching a show, 
one very large black skinhead walked past me in the 
other direction. As he passed he turned to me and 
yelled “white power!” | didn’t know how to react, so 
| just replied “Yeah, black power, dude”. | was inside 
and enjoying myself, having a regular hoot about an hour later when this 
same very large black skinhead grabs me by the back of the neck and 
shakes me like a small puppy. Needless to say, all | could think of was 
escape. | did eventually. 

Luckily, this didn’t throw me off the whole slam thing, although it did 
instill a greater caution. After many years of learning the fine points of stage 
diving without booting someone and even holding the center of a pit all to 


myself the unimaginable happened to me, | got a job working for the guy 
who put on all the big shows at Medusa’s (I won't name him because every- 
one here thinks he is evil incarnate). | was setting up the stage before shows 
and during the shows | would stand on the front of the stage “to keep stage- 
divers off.” Sometimes | actually did this, but usually | would only stop real 
idiots who were kicking their way to the front. In order to stop someone from 
hurting people getting on stage | would “have” to dive off the stage on top 

of them. A licence to stagedive. These were the happiest days of my life. 
On one very memorable occasion there was work being done to the 
ceiling of the club and a large scaffold had been constructed to one side of 
the main floor. While the band played, a line of kids would climb to about 
ten feet above the very packed dancefloor and dive off. | just couldn't resist 
doing one dive from thi myself, so off the stage | went through the pit, up 
Eo the stage like | had never left and resumed 


and | was flying. | snuck bac 
looking like security.  , 

One event | consider a badge of courage was seeing The EXPLOITED at 
the Cubby Bear, making it on stage (not an easy task at that club) and 
receiving Wattie’s boot in the ribs as reward for my efforts. 


—Kurt 


Since |’m such an old timer, | can go way back in 
the memory banks to images of frantic pogoing to 
the RAMONES at the Union Sweat Shop at the U of 
| in Chicago on St. Patrick’s Day, 1980, where | had 
my first experiences seeing spiked dog collars and 
leather miniskirts and fishnet stockings, but that's 
another story. 

Or the pathetic neo-slamming by ill informed 
magazine readers at a PSYCHEDELIC FURS show at the Auditorium in 
Champagne, IL in January of 1983. (I admit attending this and a GANG 
OF FOUR show soon after. | have not seen a Limey band since. Thank your 
gods that you live in this enlightened era of many bands and choices.} 

My first experience with full blown aggressive slamming (old nomencla- 
ture) and continuous stage diving was at the BLACK FLAG show at the 
Mississippi Nights club in St. Louis, MO, summer, 1984. The audience was 
segregated to drinking and under 21. As a booze hound at the time, | 
chose the bar. | enjoyed an elevated, unjostled view of the stage and the 
melee below. Full blown chaos. 


After having a couple clown juices, my courage was elevated and | 
joined the crowd. 


There were a number of skinheads at the show and they were slamming 
most aggressively, trying to injure instead of having fun. These skins were 
of the skinny pencil-necked variety. | guess people were intimidated 
because, like Jay's potato chips, “you can’t fight just one”. 

| recall one skin in particular, who turned out to be a girl, who was sin- 
gularly belligerent. It’s far’ to tell someone's sex without the usual gender 
indicators, like hair or breasts. She wasn’t very lady-like. She was all 
elbows and boots, trying to hurt. She was not making any friends. 

When she would dive, it was boots first for her. She was moving from 
being Sp another face in the crowd to being someone you wanted to be 
away trom. 

Her final [you can probably guess why) dive was most spectacular. On 
this occasion, she mistakenly decided to dive in the more proper fashion of 
head first, putting her trust in her fellow man. ; 


She launched herself high into the air. It was very graceful. 


Just as beautiful as the arch of her dive was the audience below’s 
unspoken, spontaneous and coordinated movements. 


It was if the audience was a well rehearsed group of synchronized swim- 
mers in the way they created a perfect circle around the open cement of the 
floor which they had all calculated in an instant as being the point of impact 
to her completed arch. 

Without an idea in her little baldie head, her skull hit the hard beer, ash 
and spit covered floor. The music was too loud, | couldn't hear a sound. It 
was probably a yucky sound. 

She didn’t do anything for a minute. Then she started flopping around 
like a goldfish on the carpet. They carried her away on a stretcher. No one 
seemed particularly concerned. 

—Jack 


Although | had seen slam pits before, | had never 
been motivated enough to risk bodily harm...until 
one night. It was 1986, at the DESCENDENTS last 
show at Fender’s Ballroom in Long Beach. | was 
young, full of energy and so into the band that | just 
didn’t give a fuck about personal safety. | was wear- 
ing my friend’s leather jacket while he moshed it up 
and | decided to jump right in and join him in the 


swirling madness (actually it wasn’t really a decision... the siren song of the 
DESCENDENTS had erased any free will that | may have had and drew me 
into the confusion of smashing bodies). | was dantiog {or moshing) on 
clouds. The leather jacket was acting as armor, protecting my more, um, 
sensitive parts and the crowd was excellent, helping people up when they 
fell, not throwing stealth punches, etc. It was the best show ever. 

Unfortunately no other moshing experience came close to that one. At 
the OP IVY show some guy grabbed my breasts as | was thrown towards 
his side of the pit, at an UNTOUCHABLES show | almost got trampled 
because some drunk ass would knock me over every time | tried to get up 
and no one would help me as | slowly slipped into unconsciousness. | even- 
tually came to the conclusion that moshing was a tough guy thing, and me, 
being neither, really had no place in the circle of testosterone. 

Instead of moshing, | settled for standing in the “buffer zone” between 
the pit and the stage. Great view of the band, a bit of pushing and shov- 
ing, a stagediver here and there, but still that feeling of connectedness, like 
you were part of something bigger and more important than yourself. 

Although I’m rarely up front at shows anymore (I’m usually in the back 
selling records}, | still maintain the firm belief that a show isn’t really good 
unless you go home with a few bruises. 

—Michelle 


lt was a long time ago, in a time zone rather far 
away (March of 1991, | believe, in Lancaster, 
Pennsylvania). | was a spunky little hardcore kid of 15 
years or so, and one of my favorite bands of that time, 
MURPHY’S LAW, was playing at a local club. On the 
day of the show, myself along with five of my friends 
packed into the car of the lone 16 year-old and head- 
ed to the club. 


The first band to play was a ska band called 
REGATTA 69, we skanked a little but we were saving ourselves for MUR- 
PHY’S LAW. When the LAW hit the stage everyone went nuts! One of the 
largest “mosh pits” | have ever seen broke out, and there was beer and 
sweat flying everywhere, needless to say this bunch of fifteen year-olds was 
having a fucking blast. | was the first to climb onto the stage, it was during 
the song “Panty Raid”, | dove, was caught immediately in the air by a 
bouncer and thrown outside. Frustrated, but not discouraged | ran around 
to the front of the club, showed the door guy my stamped hand and ran 
back inside just in time for “Crucial Bar-B-Q” (for those of you not familiar 
with MURPHY’S LAW, song titles don’t matter, this is just detail for those who 
care). As the band saw bouncers throwing people out they stopped the 
song and said something to the effect of, “Why are you throwing kids out?” 
to which the bouncers replied, “Because the kids will damage the monitors.” 
The band responded, “If that’s all, let’s just take out the monitors and let's 
have ourselves a fun hardcore show.” After that the show was just nuts. 
There were about 250 people there and about fifty of them were on the 
stage, diving and singing with the band. | remember diving onto what | 
thought was a solid spot only to get my legs caught by a 90 pound girl. As 
| did my best fo do a mid-air apology, the floor smacked me in the noggin. 
After | stood back up | did apologize (I always thought it was lame ve we 
500 pound ogres belly flopped on unsuspecting 20-100 pound people). 
Anyhow | remember having a hell of a time. And that, my friends, is my 
most fond moshing experience. 


—Patrick 


Okay, this is how much my obviously jaded mind 
will allow me to speak of my first few slamming 
attempts. My first opportunity was in the ever-punk city 
of Napervilfé at a place called Odyssey 1. The 
evening's lineup was graced with the likes of the 
INSANE WAR TOMATOES, DEMENTED T.E.D., and 
an opening act whose name escapes me. More of a 
crossover metal/punk show, no doubt. Well, during 
some M.O.D. covers of the opening act, the large 
crowd began swaying to and fro, and my thoughts raced between “this is 
where it’s at” and “we're all going to die”. | was more or less only crushed 
up against a wall at this show. 


Besides a very bruising experience at the Vic Theatre with TESTAMENT, 
ANNIHILATOR (that was the proper spelling), and WRATHCHILD AMERICA 
(those metallers play for keeps; my body ached and my friend lost his shoe), 
the actual show where | participated in some real playing time was at 
McGregor’s, December 30th, 1990. The night featured the GORE GORE 
GIRLS, SLUDGEWORTH, and some band named SCREECHING WEASEL 
was headlining. During the opening act, some guy was on stage screaming 
about how they had been waiting Ee this show for such a long time and no 
one was appreciating it, and | thought, “Hell, | just walked in and I’m appre- 
ciating it already!”, so | did some moving but mostly landed on my ass. | 
just remember having an incredible time. It blew away the New Year's Eve 


"the guy. I’ve been known to clock a lady or two, also. 


tend to try and emulate the boys. | prefer to make a distinction between 


party | went to the next night. 

A word for you up and coming slammers: Back in the day (that's punk- 
ese for “where’s my Geritol?”) people used to move in a circle, y’see, and 
they called it a circle pit, y'see, and you could slam through the whole song 
and not wear Spas: after 15 seconds of the song, yet it would still be 
fast and violent and fun as all hell. If | remember correctly, the direction of 
the pit matched the flow of water going down the sink, so we in Chicago 
would slam counter-clockwise, while people in Melbourne or Mexico City 
would slam clockwise. In Beloit, WI, they still circle pit, which is an incred- 
ibly redeeming quality of the shows up there. | know this probably won't 
change the movement of the crowd at shows, though, since it is so hard not 
to imitate the guy on television wearing daisy dukes and hiking boots who 
thinks life is a football scrimmage and loves when people toss him around 
in the crowd (he likes to be on top; his dad would be proud) while he pumps 
his fist in defiance (in defiance of what, | always wondered). 


—Pete O. 


I'm five foot and a maybe a half inch more tall. 
Moshing is not something that would make any sense 
for me to do. Luckily, | don’t want to. 

The extent of my experience with mosh dancing 
has been with the later style of moshing, which is 
ruled by people who are apparently ignorant of the 
true meaning and subtleties of the older ritual of cir- 
cle dancing (running in a circle) from which moshing 
comes from. From what the experts tell me, in the old 
style, everyone, large and small, male and female, could skip around in a 
circle of love, where everyone gleefully picked up anyone who was unfor- 
tunate enough to lose momentum or be accidentally tripped. All done to 
raging punk rock music. God, it must have been beautiful! Back to moshing 
of today. 


The usual scenario is this: while attempting to watch and enjoy, without 
bodily harm, a good band or two (or as luck would have it, a few bad 
bands or two,) a group of people (almost always exclusively men) whiz 
around in some swirling motion, flailing their arms and legs within inches 
of me, the small person, who has gone out of my way to get as far from this 
whirlwind as possible. To no avail. (| mean, I’m not going to go so far away 
from the band as to make it worthless to be there.) Well, before long, some- 
one in the mosh pit can no longer resist the urge to include me in the fury 
of emotion that they are feeling and smashes right in to me. Luckily, | brace 
myself for these inevitable meetings; after my first experience | catch on 
quick. 

| have to confess, by this point in the game I’ve been worked into a quiet 
frenzy, kept all to eal So, when the bozo comes slamming into me (years 
of honing peripheral vision in orchestra class helps me to be ready for these 
encounters) I've got my foot cranked back or my arm cocked back for an 
assault, for all it’s worth. If | think that | can land a better hit the next time 
the slobbering idiot comes around, I'll wait. Then, | punch the guy; or | kick 


| have no qualms about doing this because, like | said, I’m worked into 
a frenzy, powered by pure, unadulterated adrenaline. I’m now involuntari- 
ly part pe mess. That’s what moshing is all about—building up and 
unleashing testosterone (in my case, adrenaline). | don’t like moshing and 
feel that it would be better placed on a field, in the open air, far from glass 
bottles, sound equipment, and others who have no dasha to participate in 
such brutality. 

When I’m near a mosh pit | feel what could be called negative energy. 
It’s the same energy, only not as strong, that | know | would feel if | were 
ever to kill someone (which | would never deny that as a human being | 
have the potential to do.) When I’m near a mosh pit my defense mecha- 
nisms light up because I’m put in a position of defending myself from others 
who, | believe, rather enjoy making themselves seem so venerable. | mean, 
really, when they stop spinning they are just one regular guy, nothing too 
powerful. 

As for women who join in the mosh pit, well, they are even more pathet- 
ic than the men. They seem to miss the point of mosh pits today. The guys 
are bonding—do the girls really think that the guys want them around? Punk 
rock has created a bunch of women who think that the way to be treated 
with more respect is to do something that the guys respect, in essence, dress 
and act like guys. Punk rock certainly has been made by and for predomi- 
nantly males in the past and women who want to be involved in punk rock 


myself and the guys, hence I’m a bit hard edged.on the subject. C’est la vie. 

Last night | was at a show that | enjoyed very much. | spent most of my 
time viewing it from a perch on top of the ball return in a bowling alley 
where | handled the sale of labels’/bands’ records, far from the action on 
stage. There was what can be called a pathetic mosh pit, made up of three 
meaty guys. Later in the evening, when other men were capable of releas- 
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NEW SPLIT 
WILL E.Sy 


| you could stand at the edge of the circle and shove people along as they 


ing their aggression with the help of alcohol, the pit grew. And this is what 
| saw: tom turkeys strutting, picking their feet up high, bopping their heads 
about quickly. Or, tom cats, lashing out with authority and instinctive territo- 
rial cruelty. Or, bulls challenging one another, stomping and snorting, to call 
a match to see who is the strongest of the pit. Or, bold stallions, rearing, 
bucking and farting, legs and arms flailing at each other and the band in an 
attempt to show who is more worthy to be watched. Take your pick, it’s all 
the same. Unfortunately, for me, | would find the real thing much more 
intriguing to watch. All the Fireside Bowl had to offer in the savage instinct 
department were these bumbling fools on this night. 


—Julie 


The first time | ever saw people slamming or skank- 
ing (that was what | always called it, | think the word 
moshing came from metal) was at some disco where 
all the punks used to hang out. It was like 1984, | lived 
in Hawaii, there wasn't much of a punk scene or many 
places to hang out, at least not that | knew of. So peo- 
ple would go to this disco and slam to SIOUXSIE AND 
THE BANSHEES and stuff like that. 


Then | moved to the Mainland (that’s what people 
in Hawaii call the contiguous 48 states). One night | went to see ADRENA- 
LIN O.D. and some other bands, and people were slamming. It looked both 
dangerous and fun and | wanted to do it but | would always hang back 
‘cause | didn't want to do it “wrong” and make.an ass of myself. Finally | 
learned to just jump in the pit. 

Later | moved from Massachusetts to Seattle. There was this satanic “teen 
dance ordinance” which required all show venues to have like a trillion dol- 
lars worth of insurance (basically in the hope that no youth-corrupting shows 
would ever go down). So shows were few and far between and every show 
that happened was a pretty big deal. At the shows, people would always 
circle dance, the whole time the band was playing people would be skank- 
ing in a circle. The only time it died down was between sets. If you got tired 


went by. If somebody fell down, others would always pick them up. Nobody 
did the “flailing elbows” thing, except at shows with lots of metal dudes. 

| remember when | first started going out with my old squeeze, we went 
to see the ACCUSED and some other bands, and the thing that really 
impressed me was, he sure knew how to skank. Just like the CIRCLE JERKS 
skank kid. 


Hordes of skinheads converged on Seattle in 1987 or maybe it was 
1988. You would go to shows and there would be 30 skinheads doing the 
“Wall of Death”. Basically a bunch of skinheads would glom together and 
move around like some sort of grotesque fleshy many-headed creature, push- 
ing & trampling everyone else. Not fun. 

| know a lot of girls that got harrassed or pinched in the pit, this never 
happened to me, maybe because I’m big and people thought | was a guy. 
One time | Aceicleniclly harrassed somebody in a pit, | was falling and as | 
fell with my arms flung out | accidentally grabbed some guy’s package. The 
first time | saw FUGAZI (it was a long time ago, before they got big) lan 
McKaye said PC stuff like, “Now, you men, stop slamming and let the girls 
watch the show,” and of course | was one of those “men”. 

Any super-violent pits, though, were men-only 
and | wouldn’t jump in. I’ve been to shows 
where skinheads were actually goose-stepping 
around the pit, no “fun” was ote merely a 
display of ia tough they were. I’ve gotten 
knocked unconscious while slamming, 
by some guy who was hanging from 
pipes on the low ceiling of a club in 
lowa City. On the other hand, I’ve 
also been to shows where | felt like 
slamming and no one else was, and 
milquetoast dreadlocked malnourished 
vegans with septum rings were glaring at 
me ‘cause | was tapping my foot too vio- 
lently. 


When | moved to the Midwest it seemed 
that nobody did the circle pit. Or maybe it’s 
out of style everywhere. Now it seems like 
everybody's into the “every-which-way, 
head-on-collision,  jack-me-in-the-face-with 
your-elbow mosh pit”. The old circle pit was so 
fun because you could get your aggressions 
out without really hurting anybody too much, 
and sometimes it was almost a tribal thing, like 
dancing around the fire. 


—Kammy 


A Decade of 


Corrections 


by Ron Campbell 


As of January 1996, the United States will 
have sent its 1,330,000th human being to prison. 
This event came about six years earlier than 
expected. Even as the number of incarcerated indi- 
viduals continues to grow, there appears to be no 
correlation between imprisonment and crime pre- 
vention. 

In addition to the million-plus inmates in 
prison, another half-million are in our nation’s 
jails. 600,500 individuals are on parole and 
another 3,500,000 are currently on probation. 
These numbers do not include the over 100,000 
incarcerated juveniles. Considered together, the 
corrections system in the Unites States has a popu- 
lation nearly as large as the city of Chicago. Prison 
growth has far outpaced population growth. Prison 
overcrowding is one of the gravest problems facing 
the American justice system. 

The majority of society does not seem to care 
that prisons hurt, maim, and kill the human spirit. 
Most prisoners do their time in mental and social 
isolation. This isolation enhances the feelings of 
deprivation, fear, and distress common to those who 
are victimized in prison, and can have long-term 
detrimental effect on the individual. 

Prisons demoralize and feed the self-doubt 
generated by failed human potential. A person 
caged, shackled, and bound is humiliated and can be 
made to feel subhuman. The slow methodical rape of 
the spirit continues day after day. Some men and 
women in prison can be convinced that they have no 
self-worth, no purpose, no hope, no chance. For 
many this lie becomes their truth, because not 
enough support is there for them. 

: While many people on the outside are uncon- 
cerned about the effects of prison overcrowding on 
the prisoners, the problem becomes more impor- 
tant when the imprisoners are forced to grant early 
releases or build more prisons to alleviate the 
overcrowding. Then you hear the cry of the mighty 
taxpayer! The funding for 


increased seven fold in the past twenty years, from’ 
$10 billion to $75 billion per year. $25 billion is 
This is 


spent annually on incarceration alone. 


Prisoners in adult institutions 

Prisoners in contractual 

Work Release 

Electronic Detention 

Adult Parole 

Juveniles in Residence 
Juvenile Parole 


TOTAL ADULT PRISONERS 


corrections has. 


_ (Source: PErspectives Newsletter, an |.D.0.C. staff publication) 


“spare change” compared to what may follow in the 
future. 

Implementation of the new crime bills will 
dramatically increase the costs associated with cor- 
rections. It is estimated that the three-time loser 
provision, so popular with so many states now, will 
cost an additional $5.7 billion annually, and 
require an additional $21 million for prison con- 
struction. The total cost of implementing the crime 
bill could reach $300 billion over the next ten 
years. 

What does all this mean in “real” terms? It 
costs more to send one person to prison than to sup- 
port a family of four or to send a person to college 
for four years. In fact, 300,000 families, nearly 
12 million people, could live on what it will cost to 
implement the three-time loser law. 

Prisons have pacified the public with an 
image of “safety”, symbolized by walls and cages 
located in areas, for the most part, hidden from 
view. But prisons are a massive deception, seeming 
to protect - they are actually engendering hostility 
and rage among many who are locked into the sys- 
tem, both prisoner and guard. 

Many individuals leave the prison system 
socially maladjusted and profoundly alienated. They 
are returning to a society that views them as pari- 
ahs. A society that is so dedicated to punishment 
that it is willing to fund prisons more readily, at a 
higher level, that it will fund education. 

Incarceration in and of itself is not the 
answer for society of the individual. It is time for 
all of us to realize and accept that if we truly want 
to improve our society, both inside and outside the 
walls, we must educate, communicate, and broaden 
our point of view. There is no simple answer to the 
problems brought about by incarceration of our 
people. No one person or group can supply the 
solution, it is going to take a concerted effort by all 
segments of our society to work together in building 
a social structure that serves everyone’s best 
interests. Change is inevitable, but only if we all do 
our part to make it a change that we can all live 
with, for the good of all. 


67,763 


Hibernation season is here; 
dastardly winds and bitter cold chip 
away at your face, slush runs knee deep 
and blackberry brandy is my best friend. 
The only thing that keeps me sane is 
looking forward to the 1996 Olympics. I 
hear they’ll be running the rest of the 
Branch Davidians with the Lions. With 
that in mind, I was musing upon a few 
winter activities that aren’t exactly chest- 
nuts roasting on an open fire, so here 
they are for your enjoyment. 

When I was growing up in my 
home town of Cicero, IL, there were not 
‘many normal activities awaiting youth 
with idle hours. (Well, actually, they 


seemed pretty normal to us.) Theft was a — 


main theme among my friends at the age 
twelve. It was a contest—Man verses 
Man; Man verses Society; Man verses 
Machine. The mall was a center of activ- 
ity for us. Oh, so many targets all neatly 
gathered under one roof; heat, little 
benches, garbage sculptures in the park- 
ing lot, everything. 

Our day would start off at the 
Ponderosa restaurant that every mall had. 
This was shortly after the beginning of 
the “free” salad bar as a feature. We 
would walk up the little cattle corral they 
had set up, reach in and grab salad bowls 

and forks and walk out to the 

* «dining area. There to greet 
“ae us. was the salad 

© utopia—bowls 


By Kurt BrainEater 


Illustrations by Johnny 


loaded two or three times, consumed and 
then off to a day of adventure. 

The sure-fire way to get the 
most points in our contest, (the scores 
being tallied by our subconscious,) was 
to steal something big. Usefulness count- 
ed for something, at least what was use- 
ful to a twelve year old. A personal con- 
quest of mine was a Micronauts space- 
ship from the toy store. I thought it was 
the largest toy in the world as I carried it 
through the door. My coat draped over 
the box, barely covering the bottom. 
Soon, as with all things, we were on to 
bigger and better adventures. 

I remember canvassing neigh- 
borhoods near mine for sleds left on 
porches; the slow, quiet walk up the 
stairs; then the wild dash across frozen 
tundra with my prize. 

I know this game has to have 
been and continues to be popular with 
kids of all ages. My two older brothers, 
separated in age from me by no less than 
five years, had taught me this and numer- 
ous other games for idle hands. I accom- 
panied them on many a skirmish into 
Capitalism, sometimes even playing a 
distraction or lookout. The shining grace 
of their careers as masters of this game 
was the removal of a eighteen foot, air- 
craft aluminum Grummond Canoe from 
Sears Roebuck and Co. 

My own mortality in this game 
became evident eventually, after being 


e pinched a few times. This was often 
*°@ replaced by the “bullet proof” feeling 
& 


¥ when I got away with something 


new. But I had lost the true 
essence of someone who had 
never paid the conse- 
quences. The high of the 

untainted. I remember 
the day that I real- 
ized that if there 
were to be an 
olympics of theft, 
I wouldn’t take 


home the gold medal (stuffed into an 
inside pocket before the games) or any 
other way. 

What I witnessed on one snowy 
evening was the penultimate display of 
teamwork, tactics, leadership, all that 
shit. 

The players on this occasion 
were Cicero’s own Noble Knights, a 
small four-block street gang, in a town 
home to many similar organizations and 
various street people; home to car 
whores and old Al Capone himself. 

The hangout in front of the 
liquor store on the corner of Fourteenth 
and Fifty-first Court was unusually quiet, 
except for two fifteen-year-olds who 
were innocently pelting cars with light, 
fluffy snowballs as they would slow 
down for the stop sign. Foot traffic was 
light, only an old lady with what looked 
like her entire worldly possessions in a 
shopping cart, and one of the older 
Knights who was standing on the stoop 
of the bar on the opposite corner. 

These two young marksmen 
would thump passing motorists with 
freshly packed missiles. They showed 
absolutely no fear as people would glare 
menacingly and make obscene gestures. 


One driver had the initiative to roll down 
their passenger window so as to verbally 
abuse the boys—the car was quickly 
greeted by a frosty ball of rebellion. 
Finally, their well laid plan came to bear 
fruit, as one rather large man got out of 
his car leaving the door open and motor 
running. Upon seeing this, the boys fled 
the scene with the man in hot pursuit, 
heading toward the six or seven other 
friends that were standing a block and a 
half away. That’s when I noticed the one 
remaining person who had been standing 
on the stoop opposite nonchalantly walk 
up to the idling auto get in and drive off. 

To say I was amazed would be 
an understatement. To say the large man 
who had turned around when the boys 
had joined the larger group down the 
street was amazed to find his car absent, 
would be a far cry from adequate. He 
jumped up and down in the snow for ten 
minutes before trudging off into the 
night. 

Carjacking today, with its 
Southside centralized violence, is as art- 
less as a hospital bathroom. So in the 
spirit of the game, let’s all go to 
Bloomies instead. 


Silent 
movies are cool again. 
They are hip, happenin’, and groovy. 
They are now. : 

After just 69 years of characters and narrators telling the viewer 
and (more importantly) the listener what is happening on the screen, the silents 
(somewhat of a misnomer in that silent movies are always accompanied by music, 
customarily the demented score provided by the movie companies to Sunday 
Cabinet of Dr. Caligari gy Y @ organists part-timing on Saturday nights, permanently recorded for video and mod- 

ern screenings) have returned in full force to renewed popularity and tacit hipster 
eo ® 
Cabinet of Dr. Caligari approval. 
sprent Ever since the technology of a sound strip was achieved in filmmaking and 
exposition on a mass scale in 1927 and Al Jolson delivered his first lines in The Jazz 
Singer, the silent movie has been dubbed “doomed”. 

Why should the viewer and, again, the listener have to pay such close attention 
to what is occurring on screen and, heaven forbid, read the title cards to understand 
dialogue the actors are unable to emote (more on title cards later). 

And that is what it largely comes down to, ease. Ease for the viewer and ease 
for the actors, in that they don’t have to emote (and I’m not talkin’ emo here) their 
feelings or actions so clearly that they don’t have to tell you what they’re feeling or 
acting. It’s easy for a character to communicate they are sad if they say “I’m sad.” 

But after almost 70 years, the silents are back in a big way. There have been 
inklings of the revival for the last several years. Fritz Lang’s Metropolis chilling view of 
a futuristic Bauhaus world of worker subjugation has been a perennial college/mid- 
night favorite. 

Blade Runner has nothing on this film nightmare. The sets to this movie are 
mind-blowing. In the early 80s, they rereleased Metropolis with an updated score 
using then-current pop stars like, I’m not joking, Pat Benatar and Queen. Queen went 
on to use Metropolis imagery for the music video they released to promote the song. 

The relatively new MTV showed the video frequently (not so many bands with videos to 

choose from in those days) with Queen’s then-alive singer Freddie Mercury et. al. aping the 
actions of the characters in the original Metropolis. The power of MTV was proven for me 
when, while driving to college through some Central Illinois farm town, pop. |280, my friend 
and | were listening to the Top 40 AM radio (AM only in his car). This before-described 
Queen song came on the air and, looking out the window, | saw a little girl in her yard with 
transistor radio nearby mimicking Freddie Mercury and also the characters from Metropolis’s 
ritualistic body motions from the video. She couldn’t have been older than 10. Wow. 

Cabinet of Dr. Caligari, 1919, has also been a college, public T.V. favorite. This tale of a 
demented doctor who compels his somnambulist (sleepwalking) minion to kill at his bid- 
ding continues to thrill and influence audiences to this day. The sleepwalking character, 
named Conrad Veidt, is the perfect prototype of the androgynous, bob-haired, black tight- 
wearing, “Sprockets-like” industrial dance clubber of the late 80s. 

Most horror fans think Bela Lugosi’s Dracula as being the vampire by which all oth- 
ers are judged. While all love and respect must go to Bela, particularly in light of Martin 
Landau’s brilliant portrayal of him in Ed Wood and his coining the term “Karloff is a 
Kocksucker,” Max Schreck’s role as the vampire in Nosferatu (1922) might be the 
most frightening. Following the basic Dracula story line, Schreck’s bald-headed, 
pointy-eared vampire is no tuxedo-wearing ladies man. There is no coincidence 
that Stephen King’s publishers chose his image for the cover of Salem’s Lot. 

Schreck’s vampire is what nightmares are made of. 

Filmmaking as a college discipline will always use the innovations 
of the brilliant Russian propagandist Eisenstein to illustrate the art 
and importance of editing to communicate the message. The Steps 
of Odessa scene from Battleship Potemkin (1925) truly demon- 
strates the power of the rapid edit that has been so thoroughly 
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embraced by modern rock 
video, blue jean and perfume 
advertising producers. 

Film festivals dedicated specifically to 
the form were becoming more frequent. The 
various cable outlets began featuring silents.A move- 
ment of preserving and archiving old movies and, particu- 
larly, silents was spearheaded by Martin Scorsese, among oth- 


ers. 

And now silents have corporate sponsorship, ie. mass commercial 
credibility.A major liquor distiller has taken to sponsoring screenings of 
silents in larger clubs coupled with live improvisational and/or modern 
music. This previous fall, two nights of very well-attended shows were 
screened at a local club of the approximately 2000 capacity variety. While 
they had tables and chairs set up throughout, the attendance was probably 
at least 500 for the show | saw. Quite successful for a “dead” art form. 

It was strange being in a big old depression-era theatre with a bunch of 
alcohol-drinking and cigarette and, unfortunately, turd (cigar) smokers about to watch 
a movie. Although they were scheduled to open with 20,000 Leagues Under The Sea 
(1916), they screened the before mentioned Battleship Potemkin instead. Avant-garde 
space jams on piano, guitar and violin didn’t seem to correspond with the action on the a 
screen, but it could have been the musicians were not prepared to accompany Potemkin. 

| was most looking forward to the feature, Golem (1920). If you are unfamiliar with 
the legend of Golem, here goes. In folk tradition, the Jewish community of | 7th Century 
Prague was threatened by the. once benevolent monarchy of the majority Gentile inhabi- 
tants. The great Rabbi Loew conjures a clay monster, Golem, who rises to save the Jewish 
community, but then, much like the movie it so greatly influenced, Frankenstein, the monster 
turns on its creators. The movie is hallucinatory. The scene when the Rabbi casts his magic to 
raise the Golem is surreal. The viewer is brought to another time.And while being rather a 
traditionalist, myself, as far as the traditional organ music goes, this showing’s guitar accompa- 
niment by Gary Lucas was brilliant. When Lucas entered and introduced himself before the 
start of the movie, he made some poignant statements. The Tuesday, November 7 showing of 
Golem was just a few days after Prime Minister of Israel Yitzhak Rabin’s assassination at the 
hands of one of his own countrymen, a fellow Jew, extremist that he might be. Lucas intro- 
duced the movie, pointing out the role of Golem in saving the Jews from the outside Gentile 
community, but there was nothing to be done to save “Jews from killing Jews.” The timeless- 
ness of the movies message is current. Silent movies are up to date. 

There are many other hidden and undiscovered (by the mainstream) classics of the silent 
period. Forget Jurassic Park, The Lost World is the last word on dinosaurs still living in 
the modern world. Wax Works and Warning Shadows are two other hallucinatory 
masterpieces that need to be seen to be believed. 

But the end all, be all, silent | have had the honor of seeing has to be 
Witchcraft Through The Ages (1922).VWhen was the last time you watched a movie 
and you couldn't believe what you were seeing on the screen? That you asked 
yourself, out loud, “Are my eyes deceiving me? How can this be?” Witchcraft 
Through The Ages fits this bill and more.The copy | had the pleasure of seeing is a 
late 50s, early 60s rerelease with an Ornette Coleman-style cacophonous jazz 
musical soundtrack and a strange William Burroughs introduction and ersatz nar- 
ration. Perhaps a reel or two was damaged so the producers felt this was neces- 
sary for continuity. | don’t know. In my opinion, the images speak for themselves. 
It is like going back in time and watching Peter Breugal’s painting “Triumph of 
Death” come to life. It is like seeing Heironymous Bosch’s nightmarish visions ani- 
mated by living and breathing characters. | will not belabor these points by long 
description. Seek and view.All | can say is, when you see the witches kiss the 
devil's arse, you'll never be the same again. 

Silents have come of age. Consult your more esoteric video store and your 
local theatre listings for copies and showings. When old timers talk about the good 
ol’ days when the movies were nice and wholesome never have seen Witchcraft Through 
The Ages. 


Lon Chaney 

For those of you wondering, “What about Lon Chaney”, after reading the first half 
of this article, you are right. He deserves his own focus and attention. Lon was the 
‘King of the Silents’. Forget the one-trick ponies such as Chaplin, Keaton and Valentino: 
Chaney could do it all—and he did. 

Over a career that included 150 some movies, Chaney is most well-known for 
his incredible portrayals of monsters and freaks. He is probably best known for 
bringing a trace of humanity to his two most famous roles; the Hunchback of Notre 
Dame and the Phantom of the Opera. Both roles set the standard by which all sub- 
sequent productions of said stories are done. Both of these movies have been 
recently restored and are easily available to the prospective viewer. If you haven't 
seen them, do so now. 

Luckily, with the current interest in silents, many of his other great perfor- 
mances are being made available. One that immediately comes to mind is He Who 
Gets Slapped (1924). 


“They don’t make movies like 
this one anymore,’ | say cliche’edly. Lon plays a goatee-wearing academic scientist, 
feverishly working on proofs of his theories (what these theories are is never revealed, but who cares? The viewer doesn’t 
need to know. It doesn’t matter. He just is.) His insular world is complete. He has the devotion of his girlfriend and a benefactor in support of 
his research, the Baron (does the Baron need a proper name? No. He's the Baron). Chaney, as the scientist, finally proves his theories. He will pre- 
sent his findings at the “Academy” with the Baron introducing him. 

At the Academy, the Baron pulls a fast one on the scientist, and puts it out that the proof of the theories are his own findings. The Baron is 
met with acclaim by his peers. The scientist is horrified. The Baron has stolen his ideas. He calls him on it. The Baron scoffs and laughs and slaps 
him in the face. The Academy breaks into uncontrollable laughter. The scientist is humiliated. He snaps a little. How Chaney emotes this snap is 
something to behold. No words necessary. 

The soundtrack to the video of the movie is accompanied by a traditional music score of organ music, but during the laughing scenes at the 
Academy, the music is superseded by a laugh track. No attempt is made for the laughter to coincide exactly to the action. It is maniacal. 

After his humiliation at the Academy, the scientist goes to his girlfriend. At least he has her, he thinks to himself. But no, she is in love with the 
Baron, she rejects him. This is too much. She slaps him. She and the Baron laugh at him. He cracks the rest of the way. It is too much. 

He joins the circus and becomes a clown. Not any clown, but the greatest, most famous clown of all, “He Who Gets Slapped.” He has found 
his calling, he is the best.All of the other clowns slap him; thousands of times. It is the Three Stooges before the Three Stooges. It is unbelievable. 
He becomes so famous, the circus has a neon sign with a light-up hand that looks like it’s slapping a clown face. The audiences at the circuses can 
hardly contain themselves. He is a superstar. 

During a performance, “HE. ..” (as Chaney's character name is abbreviated in the title cards) sees the Baron in the audience, his arch enemy, 
but also the man who made him what he is. Of course the Baron can’t recognize him in his clown make-up. After HE finishes his act, HE sees the 
Baron talking with someone near one of the rings. The Baron is of the classic waxed, pointy, upturned moustache, tuxedo and top hat wearing 
variety. HE comes running by and makes it out like HE accidentally knocked the Baron's top hat off. In mock sincerity he tries to put it back on 
the Baron’s head but then pulls it down too tight. 

This is the set up for, what | believe, is the greatest comedic moment in film history. It demonstrates the brilliance of the title card and the 
process of reading the title cards in your own voice or imagining the possibility of a whole range of voices for the characters. 

After this aggregious slight by this clown, the Baron and HE square off, menacingly. On the title card, the Baron says “| hate clowns.” Edit back 
to the pair eyeing each other malevolently. Edit back to title card with HE saying, “I hate Barons.” Brilliant. Laugh riot. 

For the many fans of the Todd Browning movie Freaks (1932), you'll be pleased to know Browning broke his career with movies starring Lon 
Chaney. The careful viewer will recognize Harry Earles in Lon’s first 1925 collaboration with Browning, The Unholy Three. Earles is the short person 
star of Freaks who falls in love with the evil, yet normal, Cleopatra. In The Unholy Three and it’s talkie 1930 remake, Earles plays a sideshow midget 
masquerading as a baby who, along with a strongman and Lon as a ventriloquist in 
grandma drag, pull off a series of crimes. After seeing Earles as the angelic short per- 
son hero in Freaks, it is shocking to see him smoking a cigar and cursing (in the 
talkie remake). 

Speaking (no pun intended) of The Unholy Three (1930), this movie was Chaney's 
last. For a variety of reasons, Chaney was late to enter the world of talkies. This film 
proves he easily made the transition. His theatre trained voice is excellent. 
Unfortunately, recurring health problems got the better of him and he died soon 
after this movie was completed. 

Chaney's death proved to be quite lucky for a new crop of horror and monster 
actors, in that, almost assuredly, Chaney would have played Dracula and Frankenstein 
and the cinema world might never have known Lugosi and Karloff. 

Don’t right off Lon’s son (whose actual name is Creighton Chaney, but was 
changed by an early manager for name recognition) Lon Chaney, Jr. Take a look at 
Jack Hill's Spider Baby and see Creighton do his father proud. 

Many of Lon’s movies have been, tragically, lost forever. London After Midnight 
(1927) is often referred to as a crucial lost masterpiece. But as interest increases, 
more films that haven’t been shown since their original release are being restored 
and being made available. We truly live in a golden era. All hail the new flesh. 
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A helpful guide for paren 


$3.00 ppd for sample copy 
$15.00 ppd for one year subscription 
Send checks/money orders/well concealed cash to: 
Tail Spins, POB 5467, Evanston, IL 60204 
tailspin@interaccess.com 


MAILORDER 
CATALOG 


“bite the (musical) 
hand that feeds you” 


Underdog Records 
is a collectively run 
organization based in 

Chicago and run by about 

10 to 15 people, all of whom 

volunteer time, divide up the 

work and get things done. We run a record label, a 
mail order operation, a distribution thing, and a quar- 
terly zine. We represent the D.I.Y./ punk/ underground 
music scene in the Chicago area and we work with the 
people/organizations involved to offer the cheapest 
ricés possible while honoring the wishes of each 
label/band. We like music, new ideas, sincerity, and 
intensity. We hate big business, corporate crap, and 
making money as the #1 motive. We are punks, and are 
not interested in “alternative” rock stars—thanks... 


NEW RELEASES! 


V/A “Achtung 
Chicago! Drei” 
LP/CD/8-T 
$7.00/$8.00/$7.00 


With these 18 bands (Holy Shit!): 
Mushuganas, A.Y.A., The 
Geezers, Slapstick, Vic Vacume 
and the Attachments, Houseboy, 
Apostles on Strike, Pinwheel, My Foolish Halo, Lunkhead, 
Urbn DK, Oblivion, Scary Monsters, Lynyrd’s Innards, 
Tricky Dick, Herbal Flesh Tea, Nostrilsaurus, Beardicus 
Enormous. 


THE GOBLINS 
“Mischief Nights” 
8-T $5.00 


A joint Rocktober Magazine/ 
Underdog Records release! 
The GOBLINS wear masks, 
and throw down 45 minutes of 
spooky, creepy 60’s garage 
punk tunes. With such songs as Oi/sters, Creepy Porno 
Guy, Devil Pie, and Giant Robot Rock’n’Roll, they are 
as punk as it gets. 8-track tape format ONLY!!! 


8 BARK “Scam” 
LP/CD $7.00/$8.00 


Cool thinking punk. Female/male 
vocals, extra percussion and 
work/job angst. 10 songs including 
“Breathe,” “Mark 1:18,” and a BIG 
BOYS cover. Their final release. 


SBARK 
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8 BARK “Structurally 
Sound” LP/CD $7.00/$8.00 


The 3rd release from 8 Bark, 12 full-on 
hard edged tunes with characteristic 
dual male-female vocals. 32-page 
booklet w/lyrics and photos. CD 
includes The Big Wheel 7" to make a 
total of 16 tracks. 


THE BOLLWEEVILS 
“Ripple EP” 7" $3.00 


Their second release on U-Dog. 
Tight music and insightful lyrics; 
this record shows off why they've 
turned into Chicago’s most popu- 
lar punk band. 
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THE BOLLWEEVILS 
“Disassembler EP” 

7" $3.00 

The first Underdog release with 
this power-pop meets NAKED 
RAYGUN grind band. 


CAP'N JAZZ 
self titled 7" $3.00 


Their 1st release with U-Dog. 
Cool songs that are youthful and 
passionate, with a sincere emo 
intensity. 


DEAD STEELMILL 

“It's All Over” 7" $3.00 
Breakneck hardcore meets work- 
ing anthems from the rust belt. 7 
tunes in all. Tipper Gore gets 
naked. 


ESKIMO NATION 
“Immunization2everything” 
7" $3.00 

Catchy melodies and roaring gui- 
tars with a D.C. edge. 4 songs. 
This band’s first release, 1991. 


FRIENDS OF BETTY 
“Blind Faith il” CS only 
$7.00 

Before there was RED RED 
MEAT, there was F.0.B. Emotion 


and grunginess and art. Sorta 
like the STOOGES getting arty. 


GAUGE 
“Fire Tongue Burning Stomach” 
LP/CD $7.00/$8.00 


This is their final release and 
masterpiece—complex, D.C.-ish 
intense and emotional. A great 
release by a great band. 


GAUGE “Swing” 7" $3.00 


These two songs are heavy, 
complicated, and full of that great 
GAUGE two guitar/D.C. sound. 
Also their 1st release on U-Dog. 
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THE GEEZERS 

self titled debut 7" $3.00 

Is there life after 30? THE 
GEEZERS attack with this “aural 
whisker scrape” that rips along 
like the best of old school HC with 
hilarious lyrics. 


SELF HELP MANTRA 

self titled debut 7" $3.00 
From the ashes of ESKIMO 
NATION come SHM. A jam- 
ming/D.C.-ish thing. Music for 
the soul and mind. 


split-NO EMPATHY/ 
OBLIVION- 7" $3.00 


Two staples of Johann’s 
Face Records offer up four 
charged tracks. A textbook 
example of Chicago's 
scene at work. 


split-SHAGGY/ ESKIMO 
NATION-’ Kites Are Fun” 

7" $3.00 

Two tunes each from SHAGGY, a 
Syracuse, NY band, and U-Dog'’s 
ESKIMO NATION. East vs. Mid- 
west. 


SPONGETUNNEL “Morons 
& Monsters” LP/CS $7.00 


A merge of two of Chicago’s old 
time garage punk greats, 
SPONGE and FUDGETUNNEL. 
Mostly silly, raunchy, and occa- 
sionally folky. 


V/A-“Achtung Chicago! Zwei” 
CD $8.00 (LP temp. out!) 


Sequel to the 1989 comp, “Achtung 
Chicago.” Includes 16 Chicago area bands, 
and the CD includes volume #1, for a total of 
29 songs from 29 bands including: GAUGE, 
CAP'N JAZZ, 8 BARK, BOLLWEEVILS, 
LOS CRUDOS, VINDICTIVES, TRENCH- 
MOUTH, and SCREECHING WEASEL. 


UNDERDOG LOGO T-SHIRT $7.00, XL only 
Black UNDERDOG logo on a white shirt, screened by 
excited and proud U-dog folks. 


UNDERDOG ZINES, #1 through #15 

$1.00 ea U.S., $2.00 ea. foreign 

Our quarterly zine. We made great efforts to make a ruling zine. 
MRR, Quimby’s & F5 say we've accomplished that... get some! 


- Weare really running out of some great 
- records by some great bands. These 
bands are long since broken up—but 


So, we have created VERY limited edi- 


: & other goodies. This is a cool deal. 
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Group of Individuals “Children...” 7" 
: : . LMF “Brother 
they left behind some awesome MUSIC. Dean cree: MILL “It’s All Over” 7" 
w ESKIMO NATION “immunization...” 7" 


ena SPONGE “Born Under...” LP 
complete Underdog history, iSOOO'@D"Y, SpqNGETUNNEL “Morons...” LP 


* The CLASSIC UNDERDOG boxed sets, #1 (4-7", 2-LP), #2 (4-7", 2-CS) $20.00 


#1; Boxed Set #2: 

Group of Individuals “Children...” 7" 
1.M.F. “Brother Flywheel’s...” 7" 
DEAD STEELMILL “It’s All Over” 7" 
ESKIMO NATION “immunization...” 7" 
FRIENDS OF BETTY “Blind...” CS 
SPONGETUNNEL “Morons...” CS 


Ps .ea” 7 


All the stuff listed in our “Non U=Dog” section fits one main criterion, it’s all Chicago related—either it’s a Chicago area band, or a release from 
a Chicago area label. Among the local labels we carry are: Go Deaf, C.S.Productions, Alarma Records, Johann’s Face, Rocco, Harmless, & more! 


NEW FOR THIS CATALOG... 
SOPSECONDS DEEP-hot carlo... oe. cai 7’ 3.00 
The third 7" from this melodic, pop punk band 4 la 

RHYTHM COLLISION or SEAWEED. 

GREAKEVEN-self titled on... 2. aS es. oes Pe S.QO 
Dreamy, meandering “emo” with lilting poetic lyrics. 
Kind of like PEARL JAM with female vocals. 


FOU SEB ON OGO 2) secs n po.» «8 Hen aaa raphe T-shirt 10.00 
Black logo on unbleached cotton. X-Large only. 
LOONEYBIN-First Impressions ............. 7" 3.00 


A great Chicago band that is nothing less than crazy 
hardcore. Their debut--look out for them. 

PARKER BROTHERS-self titled ............. LOO 
Fast snotty harcore with lots of humor. Loud gui- 
tars and sing along back-up vocals. “| Want a 
Sausage’ is a virtual anthem for their mindset. 


ROCCO RECORDS-logo T-shirt .......... T-shirt 9.00 
Red, black & grey logo on white. 

SIDEKICK KATO-First Class Chump ......... LE 4,00 
Se iree oe aera hearers aes ome ee CD 10.00 


This borrows heavily from the “emo” tradition, while still 
covering other ground. 

split-NO EMPATHY/ZOINKS ...........0.0 7-300 

ROR er Pee eee eS CDSingle 7.00 

Chicago's venerable punks NO EMPATHY share this 
release with ZOINKS, who blend the sounds of the 
RAMONES and HUSKER DU on a pop trip. 

split-PRESSURE/RELUCTANT .............. T0000 
RELUCTANT are heavy, fierce hardcore with social/polit- 
ical lyrics. Did | mention heavy hardcore? PRESSURE 
hits hard again, adding interesting riffo and a great 
recording. Get this and feel good about being angry 
again! 

Vid-Dad) Are We Funk Yebe 5. Fro LP 7.00 


Yet another blend of Chicago bands putting their best 
together, w/Winepress, My Foolish Halo, Mushuganas, 
Bollweevils, Hubcap, Squirtgun, Kendokwan, Fighters, 
Walker, Chemical Blue. On Harmless Records. 

ViFBDebt Mis Ohankes.. 205 vic: cae ss 2 Ra 7' 3.00 
This record mixes punk and pop punk into one blistering 
comp, w/The 4-Squares, Finway Fish Camp, Hitmen, 
Parker Bros. On Quincy Shanks Records, of course. 

Vids tore Funk: Maltin. ce aca cae ete LP 7.00 
Long thought to be out of print, another 200 of these 
LPs were found in storage...and we've got them all! The 
Bollweevils, Screeching Weasel, Gauge, Smoking Popes, 
Cap'n Jazz, Friction, Heel and Angerhouse. Get ‘em 
while you can! On Shakefork Records. 


REGULAR NON-U-DOG STUFF... 


455GUARES self-titled sas nhs e wek Yes 8/0) 
88 FINGERS LOUIE-Totin’ 405 & Fuckin’... .. 10" 7.00 
AMERICAN MOSQUITO-self titled ........... 7 OOO 


APOCALYPSE HOBOKEN-Date Rape Nation 2x7" 5.50 
APOCALYPSE HOBOKEN-Easy Inst. Complex Mach 


Die PEO ARR Ca ine Oca eee cant LP27.00 
on ay ete ive ea co ae ay aad ooo onl Pa ony CD 10.00 
BENDER-CHPONIC: v5.5 sees ao en RES es T' 3.00 
BLOODY COAT HANGERS-Bloody Entertain... .7" 3.00 
BRAID-Rainsnowmatch .............c0eeeee T-B00 
BRAID-Frankie Welfare Boy Age 5 .......... CD 7.50 
PRE De Pea ee a ae eee 2xLP 8.50 
CAP'N JAZZ-Shmap’n Shmazz .........+..- tF--7.00 
A) SI race Ie icon hy seciParaiteo ad Canes dl CD 8.00 


CLETUS-sel titled oo ek eres coat can see pes he 00. 
DIRT MERCHANTS-9.69/2 Litros de M.O.T.Z. CD 8.00 
FIGHTERS-Give ‘Em the Business .......... OOO, 
FIGHTERS -Breaking Bones For Laughs ...... 73,00 
FIGHTERS-MotorMan. ick. .a. eres ee see TO.) 
GAUGE Soothe tee ots. oh cera nce ee LP 6.00 
GEEZERS-Chicken Tonight sess scene cos vas 7' 3.00 
GEEZERS-Welcome Soccer Hooligans ....... Te =OOD 


GEEZERS-Coffin Nail Cigarettes logo ... T-shirt 7.00 
GUTTERSNIPE-A Dozen Large Organizations that 


Gortrol Youre iifeinc we kiccc as. co nee TS0.00 
HASHBROWN-Consistently Inconsistent ....CD 9.00 
HERBAL FLESH TEA-Midwesterner EP ...... TOO 
HilMEN-self titled] ooo aes cs T' 3.00 
LUNKHEAD=self titked (2s ie en aes TROO0 
MUSHUGANAS-Dropout Girl ...........05. Ts HOD 
MY FOOLISH HALO-Piaphabakrist .......... Tt O.OO 
NO EMPATHY-You’re So Smart............. CD 10.00 

Paik sect ea A eee box set 3x7" 7.00 
NO EMPATHY-Ben Weasel Don't Like It ....... TOO. 
NO EMPATHY-They Want Whatever ......... CD 10.00 

FOP eric de Te RT em Eg EN ERT FI LPS T300 
NOT REBECCA-Twin City Obituary .......... EF=7:00 

Sees JS ao eo hie CD 10.00 
HOT STOVE JIMMY-Take Your Time ......... cD 8.00 
OBLIVION-Full Blown Grover ................ Tee} 818) 
OBLIVION-Stop Thief ........ 200.200 e ee ee. LP 7.00 

RS rcs oo gest oe EE so Se aPC gD CD 10.00 
OBLIVION-Shoot Me AWaco ......:....0005 LP’ -7,.00 

RRA er Ri ce ae es CD 10.00 
ORANGE CROTCH-Self titled ............... 7 S00 
PARASITES-Our Love is Top Secret ......... TAOS 
FEN SEIT Titled so. tal ie ga se k oaee Y ero¥ O16, 
ROCKETSHIP ARNOLD-self titled ........... TOO) 
SMOOTHIES-Overdose Me ..............05. Vehheo 10,9: 
SNA JUDGEMENTS Sa se eee CS 6.00 


Split-10-96/INSULT TO INJURY-Ancient Future ..... SOO 
split-68 FINGERS L/BOLLWEEVILS-Viva Chi... ...7' 3.00 
split-A.Y.A./JOHNNY ONE NOTE-Try Some... . .7' 3.00 
split-BACK OF DAVE/PROZAC MEMORY ..... LP 6.00 
split-BACK OF DAVE/WALKER + PVP Zine ...7'+zine 3.50 
split-CAP’N JAZZ/FRICTION-Nothing Dies... ...7' 3.50 
split-CHEM.BLUE/MUSHUGANAS-8 Big Nerds... . .7' 3.00 


split-DEAD DRUNK/RAT BASTARDS ........ 7! 3.00 
Split-INT. HOODWINK/SMOOTHIES .......... 7’ 3.00 
split-LOS CRUDOS/SPITBOY ............... LP 6.00 
SURIRE-celk Dibled 35 set eesti ee tar TB00 
TASTY BUSH-Bourgeois and Froud .......... 7°3:50 
TRIER Y-DICK-SelF titled sc. sro o_o uae Viger 40/6) 
VIA-A Taste of Chicago. <ota ic. cts na dl CD 10.00 


w/No Empathy, Bughunt, Oblivion, Monsignors, 
Nostrilsaurus, Toucan Slam, Herbal Flesh Tea, 
Lunkhead, Eclectics, Not Rebecca, Apocalypse 
Hoboken, Orange Crotch, Tricky Dick, Slapstick, 
Senators, Farker Bros., Hitmen, 30 Seconds 
Deep, Greenhouse, Mushuganas, Sweet Chuck, ° 
Brockmeyers, Hot Stove Jimmy, Drunk Old Guys, 
Nice Guy Eddie. 

V/IA- “A Taste of Punk'n” flexi + Roctober zine #14 

Frees wala ine ple ee eae See zine + flexi 3.00 

w/Tripzilla, McCrakins, Royal Crowns, Geezers, Ligon 
Brothers, John Huss Moderate Combo, Jaks Hit, The 
Singing Cockroaches, Girl Trouble, Scissor Girls, The 
Millionaire, Lilly Banquette, The Goblins, USA, 


Asstroland, Butterglory, |ggy Yokum & Buck and Betty. 


V/A-Chicago Hardcore Comp 
w/Los Crudos, Mob Action, Cranial Structure, 
Fuck The Bureaucracy, Critical Beatdown 

V/A-CIA via UFO to Mercury ............05. LP 8.00 
w/Scissor Girls, Mother Country Death Rattle, 
Los Crudos, Flying Luttenbachers, Math, 
Trenchmouth, Quintron, Duotron, El Nifio, Jaks, 
Anthropod Vector, Slope, Deuces. 

VIC VACUME AND THE ATTACHMENTS- 


Big Chia: ev (5 Songs) si. oe eae as CDS 4.00 
WAERER«s4 titled: ju powers vets Ser Le 
WALKER-If You're Punk Rock, I’m Single ....... ta O.OO0 
WHITE FROGS-Growing Youth .............. Fiona), 
WINEPRESS-Worth a Thousand Words ....... Vpce 18/9) 
YOUTH AGAINST FACISM-self titled ........ FOO 


FORMAT KEY 
CD = compact disk, CDS = compact disk single/EP, 
CS = cassette, LP = 12" vinyl album, 2xLP = double 12" 
vinyl album, 10" = 10" vinyl album/EP, 7" = vinyl EP/sin- 
gle, 2x7" = double vinyl EP/single, 3x7" = triple vinyl 
EP/single, 8-T = &-track tape. 


ORDERING INFORMATION 


How to make an order 


1) Write a letter, listing what you want. For each item, 
list these three things: the band, the name of the 
release, and the format (LF or CD, or 7”, etc.). 

2) Add up the price of each item, and put that much 
in the envelope (checks and money orders made 
out to "Underdog Records," or very well concealed 
cash.) Send U.S. funds only, only, only! We do not 
accept. charge cards or anything like that. Also, 
don't forget to include any Underdog credit slips 
that you wish to have redeemed. 

3) LIST ALTERNATE CHOICES of equal or lesser value 
for each of your selections. That way, we'll still be 
able to fill orders if we're out of an item. 

4) If we can't fill your order, we'll issue you an official 


Underdog credit slip, good for your next order. 
5) Foreign—add at least two or three dollars (or 
more if you're really far away and want airmail...). 


Specify airmail or surface. If you don't give us 
enough money for airmail we'll send it surface. If 
you still don't give us enough money, we'll ship less 
stuff & issue credit (see above). 

6) All prices are postpaid within the U.S. We ship 
U.S. things ist Class up to 5 oz., Special 4th 
Class Rate thereafter. Doing this keeps our prices 
down as low as possible. However, it is sometimes 
very slow (up to 4-6 weeks), 50 be patient. Illinois 
residents, our prices include sales tax. 


e-mail/C.0.D. Mailorder 
DISCONTINUED! -We no longer offer C.0.D. order via e-mail. 


DEAL THINGS! 

* Every order of $15 or more, you pick an extra 
Underdog release***'7" for free! 

° Every order of $30 or more, you pick an extra Underdog 
release*** LP/CD/CS/8-track, or one Underdog T-shirt, 
or two Underdog release*** 7's for free! 

* Send usa photograph of yourself, and we'll put it up on 
the Underdog wall-of-shamel (Well, that's a deal, isn't it?) 

*** listed under “Underdog Releases”... duh!?! 


Underdog Records, 2252 N. Elston Ave. 2nd Floor, Chicago, IL 60614 


phone: (312) 772-4545 ¢ fax: (312) 772-9198 


email: udogrec@interaccess.com * www: http://homepage.interaccess.com/~udogrec/ 
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UADERDOG= oo cee BULK RATE 
ray UNDERDOG RECORDS S000) pps U.S. FOStaee 


q 
/ 2252 N. Elston Ave., 2nd Fic PAID 


Chicago, IL 60614, U.S.A ASTORIA, IL 
PERMIT NO. 9 


THE BOLLWEEVILS - WEEVILIVE 
Recorded live in Chicago on the 4th 
of July; loud, fast, & raw. All hell 
breaks loose! 


k Rockers 
THE VOLATILES - FUCK ALL PUNK ROCKERS 
The debut from these St. Louis boys 
who will undoubtedly destroy your 
life! Contagious punk rock at it’s 
very best. 


7” EP - $3ppd 


<KOoCC 


P.O. Box 14781, Chicago, IL 60614-0781 


